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CHAPTER I. 
IN THE WOODS. 

A BEAUTIFUL afternoon in the early part of June; 
an opening in the woods where the warm sun only- 
peeped in through clustering leaves, and lay here and there 
in golden bars on the mossy carpet; an aged tree the spread- 
ing branches of which almost touched the ground ; and — 
perched sideways upon the lowest (horseback-fashion), 
one hand lightly grasping a bridle of leaves, the other 
holding in position in front of her a large rag doll, 
while she bent alternately backward and forward, causing 
the bough to sway up and down — ^a little girl. 

" My poor, dear child \" she exclaimed, hugging the clumsy 
baby, and nearly losing her balance in the act, "to th'mk 
that we should ever come to this ! But do not weep, my 
darling. The gloomy forest is a safe hiding-place from 
our wicked enemy, and who knows but what brighter 
days are ahead? If Providence is only merciful to us, 
your poor father shall yet have his rights, and Edward 
shall be made to feel the vengeance of Margaret. — I won- 
der if there are any robbers around ?'' peering anxiously 
into the bushes. 

"Hold! Who goes there?'* cries a terrible voice ; and 

7 
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8 DR. GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

the reins are seized by a figure with blackened face, almost 
lost sight of beneath an immense JViiiama hat surmounted 
by half a dozen waving plumes, evidently at some time 
plucked from a feather-duster. "Your money or your 
life!'^ drawing an imaginary sword. 

Number One tumbles to the ground and down upon her 
knees in precipitate haste: 

" Spare us, I beseech you, good Mr. Robber ! If I had 
money I would gladly give you every penny, but I am 
only a poor woman fleeing for her life. Ah ! I see from 
your face you can feel pity. My friend, I will entrust you 
with a secret,*' rising and majestically waving her hand. 
" Behold in me your queen, and in this beautiful boy the 
son of your lawful king, Henry VI. V^ 

The tone, the manner, and the whole scene were irresist- 
ibly funny ; and so somebody seemed to find it, for there 
was an explosion of laughter near by, at the same moment 
that a large Newfoundland dog bounded out from behind a 
neighboring clump of trees, and, seizing the rag prince in 
his teeth, made off with him, shaking him and tossing him 
up and catching him again in the greatest delight. The 
unhappy queen shrieked loudly, and the robber ran to the 
rescue, chasing the mischievous animal round and round the 
enclosure, but in vain. 

"Here, Nap! Nap! Put it down, sir!'* And the dog, 
wagging his tail, obeyed, though with evident reluctance, 
laying the forlorn dolly at the feet of his master, a handr 
some boy of about fourteen, who now made his appearance, 
still laughing heartily. 

^ Oh, my precious Florinda ! that horrid beast has torn 
your arm right out of its socket," groaned Number Two. 

" And he has sunk his teeth in her body, and all the 
insides are coming out," moaned Number One. 

" So it is a princess, after all," laughed the boy, ^' instead 
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IN THE WOODS. 9 

of a prince ! Well, it Ls lucky Her Royal Highness got off 
60 easily, for I was just about to send an arrow through her 
head, seeing it bobbing up and down, and taking it for a 
crow until I heard you speak. A dislocated arm, and even 
a wound in the side, may be cured, you know, but there is 
no remedy for scattered brains. I'll tell you what: let the 
old thing be dead, anyhow, and we'll have a funeral and 
bury her right here in the woods. Do! it'll be capital 
fun.'^ 

The little girls looked at each other aghast at this bold 
proposal from a stranger. "Bury Florinda!" exclaimed 
Number One. " Why, we've had her ever since we were 
four years old, and we're twelve now ;" while Number Two 
chimed in with indignant wrath, " I think you're the rudest, 
hatefullest boy I ever met." 

" Well, now that's a pity," said the boy with perfect good- 
humor, " for I think you two are the jolliest girls I ever 
met. Come, let us be friends. I'm sorry Nap injured your 
doll, and I'm ready to apologize for my want of politeness. 
Let me see : wouldn't you like a dog — ^a real Skye terrier, 
no bigger than a good-sized kitten, with beautiful long hair, 
as soft and fine as silk, curling all over him ? I have two, 
and would like to give you one to make up." 

" I guess we should !" and " Oh my ! do you really mean 
it?" from the two in concert; then sorrowfully, "But 
Shrewsy would never have it," echoed by, " No, Shrewsy 
wouldn't hear of such a thing." 

"Who's Shrewsy?" 

** Our girl, or at least she used to be before mamma died, 
ar.d ever since she's taken care of the house and of us too." 

" And you're afraid of a hired girl, a sefi^vant .'" with a 
world of contemptuous emphasis on the last word. 

" No, not afraid," from Number Two, bridling up again^ 
" but papa says money can nev6r repay Shrewsy for her 
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10 BB. GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS, 

years of kind, faithful sei^vice, and he would be very much 
displeased if we annoyed her or disobeyed any of her rea- 
sonable commands ; for, though she may be odd and cross, 
she really loves us all very dearly. Folks say she could 
hava been married, over and over again^ and settled in a 
good home of her own — for she is a splendid housekeeper — 
only she says, ' Ever}- thing at the doctor's would go to rack 
and ruin ^ if she left. We don't believe it one bit, though, 
Fay and I," confidentially, " and we would be real glad if 
she did take it in her head to accept some of her good offers. 
— ^What fun we should have housekeeping ! shouldn't we, 
Fayr 

" Yes," said Fay dolefully, " and then we could have the 
front parlor opened once in a while — she keeps it shut up 
tight now, for fear of the flies ; and we could go up stairs 
at night without taking off our shoes lest they soil the mat- 
ting ; and we needn't have mush every morning for break- 
fast because it is wholesome, and brown bread and milk for 
supper because they are strengthening ; and we could wear 
gypsy hats with a wreath of rosebuds all round the crown, 
like Daisy Foster's, instead of th§se ugly sun-bonnets ; and 
we could invite somebody to come see us without having the 
door slammed in their face, and being obliged to entertain 
them in the barn ; and we could — '^ 

" Have that dear little doggie," finished her sister as Fay 
paused, quite out of breath. 

" Never mind ; I'll keep him for you, but you shall own 
him just the same, and if ever the redoubtable Shrewsy gets 
spliced you can take him home." 

"'Spliced'? what's that?" inquired Fay. 

" Why, married of course — -joined in the bonds of matri- 
mony." 

" Papa never allows us to use slang," said Fay gravely. 

"AVhy, you simple child, that isn't slang. Don't you 
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IN THE WOODS. 11 

know that when a sailor wants to join two pieces c f rope he 
just loosens the strands at the end of each piece, and then 
twists them in together and secures them ? That's splicing. 
I used the word as a figure of speech, thafs all — like when 
I say ' It's roasting to-day,' when I mean ' It's very warm.' '^ 

"Yes, but that's exactly what papa doesn't like. He 
wishes us to be careful to say only what we mean. One 
day May told him everybody was going to the picnic up at 
the Glen, and he made her begin and count, and she found 
there were more people not going than that were." 

" Yes,'^ added May, " and he said that it was an exag- 
geration, and that is an untruth; so I always stop and 
think now before I speak. That is, nearly always," with 
a conscious look. 

" ' Never ? Well, hardly ever,' " laughed the boy. " But 
here we have been talking all this time without so much as 
asking each other's names. I know yours now — May and 
Fay— what?" 

"Gilbert — May and Fay are only our pet names, you 
know. Our right names are Mary and Faith, but we are 
twins, and May and Fay sound nearer alike ; and papa says 
Fay is just the name for sister, she is so pretty and airy, 
and like what we hear and read of the fays." 

" Oh, May 1 you know you should not talk so in public ; 
and I am no prettier than you, for we are precisely alike. — 
Now, whaf s your name ?" 

" Perry Maximilian David McLaren." 

"My! what a mouthful!" cried May. "Do you live 
'round here? I never saw you before." 

" I live at Bellehurst, that large white house on the hill 
as you come up the road, about a mile from here." 

" You don't mean General Chandler's ?" 

" Yes, I do. He's my guardian, and I am spending my 
vacation with him. Precious dull it is, too. I hal almost 
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12 BR, GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

as lief be at school. There, at least, one could have fun 
sometimes, and there were fellows to play with ; but here 
it's mope, mope the whole day long — not a boy in the entire 
neighborhood, that I can find out, except factorj'-hands and 
farmers." 

"Well, some of them are real nice boys," said Fay, 
'* There's Charley Cook, who works in the mill and sup- 
ports his widowed mother, though he's only thirteen ; and 
Steve and Alec Granger at Willowvale Farm; and Her- 
bert Banks, who saved Dora Caxton when she fell through 
the ice last winter." 

" They're all good enough, I suppose," said Perry, " but 
they're no companions for a gentleman.'^ 

Fay was quenched, but not so May: "Then I guess 
you would say the same of us. Papa is quite poor, and has 
to work for his living." 

" Yes, but if he is a doctor he works with his head, not 
his hands ; and that is quite a different thing." 

" I don't see any difference. Work is work, isn't it?" 

"Of course, but doctors and lawyers and ministers are 
what they call ^ professional men,' and they can always mix 
in good society. If they have plenty of money, so much 
the better; but whether or no, their learning places them 
above the common people. And in the present case have I 
not the honor of addressing a lady of royal blood ?" bowing 
to Fay, " though I must say I don't like the idea of keep- 
ing company with a robber." 

" Now you are laughing at us again," pouted May. 

" I don't wonder," said Fay. " Oh, May, if you could 
only see your face! What would Shrewsy say?" 

"Why, she'd say, ^Sure's I live, that child'U be the 
death of me yet.' I wonder if she'll miss the coals I took 
from the scuttle to do it with. Fay ? I really think she 
<X)unts them. If she does, she'll lock them up, like the 
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IN THE Woods, 13 

Bait. — You know, Farmer Blake has some sheep in the 
meadow right back of our house, and when Fay and I 
went down that way we alwiays took the least little pinch 
of salt to give them. They love it so, and would run 
toward us the minute we came in sight as if they expected 
it. Well, Shrewsy found it out somehow, and locked the 
jar up in the store-room. I tried to climb in at tlie win- 
dow, but it was too high ; so we never go by the meadow 
any more, for we can't bear to see the poor tilings disap- 
pointed. Good-bye ; I'm off for the spring.'' 

She was scarcely a minute gone until she was back again : 
" How do you like me now ? Do I look more respectable ?" 

" Why," exclaimed Perry, glancing in bewilderment from 
one to the other, ^* I could never tell you apart ! The same 
eyes, the same nose, the same mouth, curls exactly the same 
and just the one length and color, voices the same, and 
dressed alike; only — " 

"There! you have found it out already! Everybody 
does before long. ^ Only you do not look as neat as Fay,' 
you were going to say. Now, that's the one sure way you 
can always tell. Whenever you meet two little girls alike 
in everything else, except that the hair of one is in beauti- 
ful order, and that of the other flying in every direction, the 
dress and apron of the one as clean and tidy as can be, and 
thc^e of the other soiled and torn in half a dozen places, you 
can make no mistake in calling the nice one Fay and the 
tattered one May. Then the one who talks the most is May, 
and the one who can sing beautifully is Fay. But, I declare, 
we've forgotten our dinner !" running to where a little cov- 
ered basket was set in a notch between the limb and trunk 
of a tree. " It's fortunate it was out of reach, or your great 
dog would have eaten it up while we were talking." 

"Oh, Nap has better manners than that. You don't 

know him yet. — Come here, old fellow, and let me intro- 
2 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



14 DB, GILBERT'S DAUGHTEBS. 

duoe you properly. — ^Napoleon Bonaparte, ladies, at your 
Berviee. — Now, Nap, look at me. These are my friends — 
my friends, do you hear, sir?'^ The intelligent brute wag- 
ged his tail and barked shortly, as much as to say " Yes,^' 
while all the time he eyed his master earnestly, evidently 
waiting for what was to follow ^^ This one,'^ continueil 
Perry, laying his hand upon Fay's shoulder, " is Miss Fay 
Gilbert — Fay Gilbert," strongly emphasizing the name, 
" Now scent." The dog walked round and round Fay in 
a solemn, dignified manner, sniffing her clothes. When he 
had finished he went back and sat at Perry's feet, looking 
up at him as before. 

" Well, sir, will you know Miss Fay Gilbert when you 
see her again?" The answer was another short, sharp 
bark. "Then go and shake hands with her." 

Nap walked over to Fay, sat down upon three legs, and 
held out his paw, which Fay accepted and shook heartily. 
The same performance took place, word for word, with May. 

" Now," said Perry when he was through, " Nap will be 
your devoted follower for life. If ever you get lost, all 
any one has to do is to mention your name and tell him 
what the trouble is, and he will find you. If you chance 
to fall into the river and Nap is in the neighborhood, just 
scream and he will pull you out. He will go upon any 
message you choose to send him, and he will protect you in 
danger while he has life. His friendship is a great honor, 
I assure you, and has never been conferred upon but two 
other persons outside his master. Those tv\'o are General 
Chandler and Mr. Arthur." 

"Who is Mr. Arthur?" asked Fay, while May flew 
busily around setting the table, spreading a napkin on a 
smooth rock for the purpose, and arranging large leaves for 
the plates, and empty gourds, which she brought from a 
hiding-place in the rocks, for cups and saucers. 
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IN THE WOODS. 15 

^^ Mr. Arthur ? Oh, he's General Chandler's son. He 
never goes out, because he's lost the use of his legs, ix)or 
fellow ! and will never walk again. He just shuts him- 
self up where nobody can see him, and reads and paints all 
day." 

" How sad !" said sympathizing little Fay. " But then 
l»e is rich, and can have everything he wants, and is sur- 
rounded by such beautiful things ! I almost think I should 
not mind if I were in his place." 

" Why, Fay Gilbert !" cried May in astonishment, paus- 
ing in her task of counting out an equal number of straw- 
berries to each, " how can you talk so ? I wouldn't give 
my power of running and jumping and walking for the 
whole wide world, were it offered to me in a lump." 

" Neither would Arthur, I guess," said Perry. " He feels 
it worse, too, because he hasn't always been so. It was about 
three years ago he got the rheumatism from lying on the 
damp ground out West when himself and some of his col- 
lege friends went on a camping-out excursion. He's tried 
every big doctor in the United States since, but it's all to 
no use; he'll never be any better." 

"And who else lives up there?" asked May, who, in 
common with the rest of the inhabitants of the place, had 
a great curiosity respecting the new owner of the Checker- 
ville woollen mills and the grand marble mansion which he 
had built, and where he had but lately come to reside. 

" Nobody except Cousin Bethiah and the servants. Cou- 
•Bin Bethiah is as old as the hills almost, so you see what a 
lively time I have among them. I can't imagine whatever 
made them come here in the first place, except that Arthur 
wanted to get as much away from the world as possible, 
and his father always does what he wishes. Heigh-ho ! if 
the next seven years were only over !" 

"Why?" 
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16 I)B, OILBERrS DAUGHTERS. 

"^Wliy?^ I shall be a man, my own master, witli 
plenty of money — ^at liberty to go where I like and to 
do as I please.'^ 

"And what then?'^ asked May ; "what will you do?'^ 

" \Yell, in the first place, I shall go to Europe and see al. 
the sights. Then Avhen I come home I shall settle down in 
an elegant house on Fifth Avenue in the winter, and a villa 
at Newport in the summer. I will have a coach-and-four 
and a yacht, and the costliest paintings, and conservatories, 
and all that ; and I shall do nothing but enjoy myself." 

" But where -is all the money to come from ?'^ 

" Why, from my property, to be sure. My father was 
one of the richest bankers in America, and everything will 
be mine when I am twenty-one.'^ 

" And are you never going to do anything for yourself — 
never going to try to make your name famous for some 
great thing?'' 

" There is no need. People don't work for fame — ^they 
work for money y and I say I have plenty of it, without 
bothering about getting more." 

" Well, if I were you do you know what I'd do?" May 
stood right in front of him, with her arms folded and her 
head on one side. 

"No. What?" 

" I'd give every cent of my father's money to found an 
orphan asylum or hospital, or something, and I'd set to 
work and earn a fortune of my own." 

"No you wouldn't, either," said Perry, flushing up; 
"that's all girls' talk. It's very easy to preach when a 
[>orson will never be called upon to practise," 

" I only wish I had been born a boy," went on May, 
disregarding his words. " It wouldn't be my fault if I 
didn't make a stir in the world. I would begin at the very 
lowest round of the ladder, and work my way up and up 
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until I stood with Frauklin aud Lincoln and Webster jmd 
Peabody at the very top." 

Her eyes sparkled with enthusiasm as she spoke, and her 
little figure was drawn up to its fullest height. 

Perry could not help laughing, though he felt rather 
vexed: "You'd better look out. Fay, or this sister of 
yours will be running off some of these days and starling 
as a woman-lecturer.'^ 

" No," said May, " I couldnH run away from Fay, for she 
is part of myself. We've never been one day separated 
since we were born." — Then in a ceremonious tone, " Ladies 
and gentlemen, dinner is ready." 

Perry jumped up and gallantly offered an arm to each 
young lady to lead her to the table. There was one sand- 
wich, twenty strawberries, a slice of homemade cake, and a 
third of an apple pie for each, besides a bottle of milk 
which stood in the centre. But before touching the eatables 
both little girls bowed their heads, and Fay reverently re- 
peated, " O Lord, bless the food of which we are about to 
partake, and supply the wants of others, for Jesus' sake. 
Amen." 

Perry stared. He had often heard a formal blessing 
asked before, but to have such a service introduced in the 
middle of their play and mirth was something new. 

" You must excuse us that we cannot offer you better fare 
and more of it," said Fay politely as she handed round the 
milk. " You see, we didu't expect company." Fay never 
•forgot her good manners, and prided herself on the nice 
little speeches she could make and the number of long 
wordii she could bring into use — it must be confessed, fre- 
quently out of place. 

" It woukl be just the same if we did, so you needn't 
apologize. Fay," said May. "We couldn't have got any 
more than four sandwiches and four slices of cake, even if 
2* B 
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18 DR. GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

we said the lord mayor was coming to dine with lis. I did 
lay aside one of each for Nap, though. — Here, old fellow, 
beg for your dinner. It isn't pleasant to look on while 
others are enjoying themselves, and get nothing, is it?" 

Such a merry time as they had eating that luncheon 
under the trees! When every morsel had disappeared 
Perry carried the gourd-cups and the bowl that had held 
the strawberries down to the spring, and the girls washed 
them and set theni out in the sun to dry. Then they 
showed their new acquaintance a small cave, unknown to 
all save themselves, where they kept safe and dry their 
treasures — the old Panama hat, a worn-out red table- 
cover which served in turn in a representation of Red 
Riding-hood or a gypsy fortune-teller, a much-defacal 
mask for high-tragedy parts, a collection of acorns, bril- 
liantly-colored shells, etc. 

" Do you often come here f^ asked Perry. 

" Every Saturday afternoon when it doesn't rain." 

"And not at any other time?" 

" No ; we have to learn our lessons other days, and sew 
and go errands, and do lots of things." 

" Well, Nap and I are coming again next Saturday — may 
we?" 

" Certainly, and it will be ever so much nicer than jast 
us two." 

"All right ! It's agreed upon, then. Now, what do you 
say to a good game of ^ tag ' ? I'll be ^ it.' " 

Off they went, Perry after them, and for the next Iialf 
he ur the old woods rang with shouts and joyous laughter. 
Perry was a swift runner, and experienced no difficulty in 
catching Fay, but in May he found his match. Nimble as 
a lamplighter or a squirrel, she dodged this way and that, 
cleared fallen trunks and low bushes at a bound, and at 
length, when she had thoroughly exhausted her pureuer, 
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IN THE WOODS, 19 

lightly vaulted on to the swaying branch of the old elm, 
where she sat smiling provokingly down at him. 

" Well, I declare !" cried Perry ; " I never was beat by a 
girl before/' 

" Take care that you aren't again/' said she, laughing. 
"Now let us have 'hide and seek.' Fay's tired." 

But soon the lengthening shadows warned them sunset 
was near, and having seen the gourd-cups safely arranged 
on the shelf in the cave, and glanced around to make sure 
that nothing was forgotten, they started for home, Nap car- 
rying the empty basket in his mouth. 

" What a jolly afternoon this has been !" said Perry as 
they trudged along together down the road. " I wish you 
would invite me to your house to see you." 

" Oh, we can't !" cried both little girls in alarm. " Didn't 
we tell you Shrewsy never lets us bring children into the 
house ? ' They're good for nothing but to make a muss,' 
she says ; and she hates boys especially." 

" But would you like to have me come if there were no 
Shrewsy in the question ?" 

"Why, yes." 

"Well, then, I'll consider myself invited, and come — 
Monday afternoon at three o'clock. You needn't be afraid 
but what I shall manage Miss Shrewsy, and I bet you any- 
thing you like she'll request me to stay to tea. See if she 
don't!" 

"It isn't right to bet," said Fay, "but if you think ^ 
you'll find yourself terribly mistaken." 

" Wait and see," said Perry, nodding positively. 

What more could they say in the face of such wilful 
assurance? 

" This is our house — Apple-blossom Cottage, we call it," 
said May as they came in sight of a good-sized frame cot- 
tage standing in the middle of an apple-orchard. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



20 DR. GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS, 

"Well, then, I suppose I must say good-bye — imtil 
Monday." 

"Good-bye,'^ said May, taking the basket from Nap's 
mouth. 

" Good-bye," repeated Fay, holding out her hand. 

Perry took it, then raising his hat gracefully to both, was 
off down the road in a twinkling, with Nap at his heels. 

" Isn't he nice ?" said Fay, looking after him — " so hand- 
some, and different from all the other boys ! Aren't you 
glad we met him ? And oh. May, suppose some time he 
should take us up to that grand place and let us see all the 
beautiful things? Remember how often we have looked 
through the railings and longed to go inside." 

" Yes," assented May, " I hope he will ; and I wonder 
what papa will say when we tell him ? There he is now 
in the doorway, beckoning to us. Come!" 

That night, as the two curly heads lay cheek to cheek on 
the pillow, one little girl, in dreams, was struggling and 
toiling to ascend a steep hill, but every time, as she reached 
the summit, the treacherous sand gave way beneath her feet, 
leaving her at the point whence she started, to begin the 
weary journey over again, while a boyish laugh rang out 
mockingly on her ears. The other, in robes of lustrous 
silk and satin, walked through stately palaces and bloom- 
ing gardens by the side of Perry McLaren, 
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CHAPTER II. 
SHEEWSrS VISITOR. 

MONDAY was always the " black day " in the calendar 
of the doctor's household. First and foremost, it was 
the washing-day, when everything else had to give place to 
soapsuds, steam, and general uncomfortableness ; next, there 
was a cold dinner, " scraped up from Sunday's leavings," as 
May said ; and last, but not least, Shrewsy's temper, never 
of the best, was particularly out of joint on that day. She 
rose at four o'clock in the morning, so as to have the wash- 
ing well under way by the time the sun was strong, and 
from that hour until eleven o'clock, when the last piece was 
hung out upon the lines or spread upon the grass to bleach, 
the rub, rub, scold, scold, never ceased in the kitchen. 

" Now, just look at that /" she would say, holding up a 
white apron of May's, torn almost to shreds in forcing her 
way through a gap in the hedge ; " did anybody ever see 
the likes ? That girl's enough to try the patience of a saint. 
No use to talk to her father, neither. ' Let the children 
romp and play, Shrewsy, while they can,' would be all the 
satisfaction I'd get. ^What are torn clothes and soiled 
hands and faces to the strong, healthy constitutions they 
are building up for the coming years? Let them tear 
away, only see that they learn to mend as well.' Mend I 
I'd rather sit down and do it myself, a hundred times over, 
than see May pokin' an hour over a few stitches that I 
could do in a minute. If the doctor doesn't live to repent 
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lettin^ those young ones run wild the way they do, my nam€ 
isn't Shrewsbury Basrobee.'^ (Rub, rub! splash, splash!) 
" Here's another case : that new pink cambric frock ruined, 
just ruined, with berry-stains ; and the light calico mud 
to the knees from trailin' through the wet grass. Fa/'s, 
no\v, are as fresh as the day she put 'em on, but of course 
they too must go into the tub. Right up-and-down non- 
sense, dressin' those children alike. You might put Fay in 
a muslin and May in a suit of tanned leather, and at the 
end of a week the muslin would be respectable-lookin', and 
the other would be nowhere." (Rub-a-dub, dub, rub, rub !) 
" Well, the skin's pretty tough on my knuckles, or it would 
have been worn off long ago. Six shirts, a dozen collars, 
ten frocks, nine pairs of stockings ! I may's well give up. 
Talk of a small family ! I'd as soon wash for the king of 
the Cannibal Islands and all his tribe, though, from most 
accounts, that same wouldn't be very heavy." 

Once, while in the city. Dr. Gilbert saw a new invention, 
a washing-machine, which was warranted, by the simple 
turning of a crank, to do thoroughly as much work in half 
a day as two women could do in a day. He watched the 
whole operation closely, and was so much pleased that he 
ordered one sent home on trial, congratulating himself that 
now the greatest cause of Shrewsy^s grumbling would be 
removed. Judge, then, of his surprise when, having shown 
her his new purchase and explained its use, she meanwhile 
listening in unbroken silence, on looking up to find her con- 
fronting him with flashing eyes and arms akimbo ! 

" Dr. Gilbert," she said resolutely, pointing with rigid 
finger at the apparatus, " is that there thing goin' to remain 
in this house ?" 

" Why, yes," said the doctor, puzzled at her manner ; " I 
think it will save you a great deal of labor, Shrewsy — don't 
you?" 
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^^ Well, then, I'm agoin'," paying no attention to the lat- 
ter part of his sentence. "When Shrewsbury Bascobee 
isn't able to do her work, it's about time she was movin'." 

" Why, why, Shrewsy ! you mistake. I never thought of 
such a thing." 

" Then what's that for ?" with ill-suppressed rage. " Is 
it the r)iethod you object to ? If so, it's all the same, for 
Shrewsbury Bascobee '11 go to her grave doin' her work in 
the good old-fashioned way her decent mother and grand- 
mother did before her, and never degradin' her honest 
hands by the use of new fangleations and modern improve- 
ments, that are nothin' more nor less than a cloak for 
laziness." 

The washing-machine was returned the next day, and the 
rubbing and scolding went on as before. 

After all the clothes were out began the scrubbing and 
scouring. Such an economical person as Shrewsy would 
never dream of letting good soapsuds go to loss. Every 
tin in the closet, from the baking-pan to the muflSn-rings, 
was taken out and rubbed until it shone like polished 
silver. Then the wooden chairs and benches and tables 
were scrubbed until they were as white as snow, though a 
stranger might have pronounced them to be that before she 
l)egan, for that matter. Next, the floors of the kitchen and 
dairy received a thorough mopping; and lastly, the suds 
went to revive the roots of the grapevine that shaded the 
back door. 

On this Monday of which we speak Shrewsy had fin- 
i«»hod, and was just wiping her arms on the kitchen roller, 
when there came a peal at the front-door bell. 

" Now, who's that at this time o' day, I'd like to know ? 
Every fool in the village knows these is the doctor's visit- 
in'-hours. Mrs. Chapman's had another attack of 'sterics, 
I suppose, and has sent that stuck-up niece of hcr'n after 
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the doctor. Ringin' the bell, too, when she knows well 
enough the way ^round to the back door, and is none too 
good to come, neither ! Well, I'll bring down her airs a 
peg or two. She can ring till she's stiff, for all of me.'' 
And Shrewsy drew a pan of beans toward her and began 
stringing them. 

Out in the garden May was busily weeding her verbena- 
bed, while Fay sat idly in the swing, lost in the fascinating 
pages of Melbourne House, which lay open upon her lap. 
She and May always read the same book at the same time, 
but May was an extremely rapid reader, having the habit, 
besides, of skipping those portions which she considered 
uninteresting ; while Fay read slowly, and thoroughly di- 
gested each page as she read. So it was that she had scarce- 
ly reached the middle when May had arrived at the end. 
But she never commenced another volume until Fay could 
begin with her, and now, with the thought of Daisy lying 
temptingly near on the sitting-room table, she worked away 
steadily, subduing her impatience at the same time. Both 
little girls had for the moment forgotten their new acquaint- 
ance and his promised visit, though it had recurred, to Fay's 
mind at least, frequently during the day. They were too 
far from the house to hear the bell. 

" Well," said Perry aloud, after he had rung again and 
again without any one appearing to answer the summons, 
^' it seems as if all the folks are either taking a nap or gone 
on a journey. Wonder if there is any other entrance ?'' 
And, jumping down the steps, he followed a little path that 
led round the house and past the kitchen-door, which stood 
open. Peeping in, he saw a woman seated by the side of a 
table stringing beans, who from her general appearance he 
concluded must be Shrewsy herself. "Now for it!" he 
thought, giving a vigorous knock at the door. 

'* AVell, what do you want ?" said Shrewsy shortly, with- 
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out looking uj). You see, she still thought it was Sarah 
Chapman. 

"I want to see Miss Shrewsy, if you please/' replied a 
pleasant boyish voice. 

Shrewsy raised her head quickly in surprise, but the tone 
of her answer was none the less repelling than before : " I 
don't know any sich person. Dr. Gilbert and his family 
lives here, and my name is Shrewsbury Bascobee." 

"Oh, I beg your pardon. Miss Bascobee," said Perry, 
hastily slurring over the " Miss" for fear he might be com- 
mitting another blunder. Then, recollecting what the girls 
had said about her marrying, he went on with greater con- 
fidence : '* You see, I am a stranger in these parts, and I 
guess I didn't take the name up right when it was given to 
me. I have come with a message to you from Miss Nisbitt, 
General Chandler's cousin — up at Bellehurst, you know." 

" No, I don't know. I have never seen nor heard of the 
lady," said Shrewsy, but she visibly unbent. 

"Oh, but she has heard of you/' said the boy; "nobody can 
be in Checkerville long without hearing of the good qualities 
of Miss Shrewsbury Bascobee," carefully pronouncing the 
name. " You see. General Chandler's just come home from 
an excursion to the fishing banks, and he has brought more 
salmon and bluefish than we up at the house could eat in a 
fortnight if we tried. So Cousin Bethiah (that's what we 
call Miss Nisbitt) says, ^ I wonder if Dr. Gilbert wouldn't 
relish a couple of these beauties ? It is such a treat to get 
them perfectly fresh at this season of the year !' So I vol- 
unteered to carry them over ; and as they didn't half fill the 
basket, she pi^t in these hot-house raspberries and cherries 
for yourself, with her complimcAts, thinking very likely it 
was too early to have them in your o\vn garden." 

He raised the lid as he spoke, disclosing the great, lus- 
cious oxhearts that lay on the top to view. 
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Shrewsy was quite taken aback at this unexpected act 
of courtesy from the great folks up on the hill. She laid 
aside the beans and bustled about getting large platters from 
the dresser to hold the gifts. 

" Miss Nisbitt is very kind," she said, " and I'm sure 
when the doctor comes home he'll feel much obliged. He 
is very fond of fresh salmon, and this is a famous large one, 
sure enough," holding up the member of the finny tribe 
and gazing at it admiringly. 

Perry saw that his ruse was successful, and he ventured 
to seat himself unasked : 

" Oh, by the way, I'd nearly forgotten. Cousin Bethiah 
would esteem it the greatest favor. Miss Bascobee, if you 
would let her have your receipt for making old-fashioned 
johnny cake. General Chandler's mother used to be a 
great hand at maimfacturing that article, and not long ago 
he thought he would like some for breakfast ; but, somehow 
or other, our cook couldn't hit the mark; neither could 
Cousin Bethiah suit him when she tried. So, hearing you 
were such a notable housekeeper, she thought of applying 
to you for assistance in the emergency." 

Now, if Cousin Bethiah had been a conjurer she could 
not more eifectually have found the road to Shrewsy's heart 
than by attacking her in that one weak spot, her ability in 
all matters pertaining to a household. " Take my word for 
it. Perry," she said when he applied to her for advice as to 
the best manner of obtaining a place in Shrewsy's good 
graces, " if thee goes about this matter right thee will not 
fail. Take a present in thy hand to the woman, like the 
sons of Jacob did of old, and ask her to let thee have the 
secret of her excellent corn bread. If she will not be con- 
quered by that, she is not the person thee has described to 
me; and while the world is as it is we cannot help employ- 
ing a little flattery when we have an axe to grind." 
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'^Did they rise it on yeast?" said ShreAVsy in a mysteri- 
ous whisper, coming close to Perry. 

"Really, I can't tell." 

" Well, if they didn^t, that's the trouble, in a nutshell. 
There's not one in this village can beat Shrewsbury Basco* 
bee at light bread and cake — I don't care if I do say it-^ 
and the whole secret is — ^yeast. None of yer p'isonous bak- 
in'-powders and self-raisin' flours, but good, strong brewer's 
yeast. There's Sally Slocom, poor critter ! she do consider 
herself something as a cook ; but. Lor' bless you ! I'd as 
soon take a bite of a brickbat as of her sponge cake. But 
now, if I had a pencil and bit of paper, you could write it 
down." 

" I have them," said Perry, producing the articles from 
his pocket and using the end of the table for a desk. 

" Well, first take a quart of yaller corn meal, and into 
that stir enough boilin' milk to make a stiff batter — real 
stiff. Then put in a teacup of molasses and a large tea- 
spoonful of salt. Dissolve half a teaspoonful of saleratus 
in a little water, and put it in next. Then, when it has 
cooled to about blood-heat, add half a gill of yeast ; mix 
all up well together, and set it in a warm place to rise for 
two hours. At the end of that time butter yer pans, pour 
the batter in an inch deep, and bake one hour in a moder- 
ate hot oven." 

" Wait I Let me read it over and see if I have it right," 
said Perry, who had been diligently jotting down while she 
i&poke. 

" That's it," said Shrewsy when he had finished. " Just 
tell her to try that, and if it doesn't turn out to her wishes 
my name isn't Shrewsbury Bascobee." 

" Were you born in Shrewsbury ?" inquired Perry, fold- 
ing up the paper and wondering where the girls were, and 
whether it would do to ask for tliem. 
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" Yes ; my faniily's lived there for generations, and mj 
father made a promise to call his first child after the old 
place. He felt sure it would be a son, you see ; but when 
it turned out a daughter, he wouldn't break his word. So 
that's how I got my name." 

"I passed through it once," remarked Perry, "and it 
seemed to be a pleasant town. May I help you cut those 
beans?" for Shrewsy had resumed her task; "I have a pen- 
knife here as sharp as a razor — the very thing to get through 
them quickly." And, suiting the action to tlie word, he 
seized upon a handful from the waiting pile and began to 
slice them as rapidly and deftly as though he had been in 
the habit of doing such work all his life. 

"Oh no, you mustn't," feebly remonstrated Shrewsy; 
but Perry was resolved to follow up the advantage he saw 
he had gained, and he could lay aside the fine gentleman 
when he chose. 

And it was upon this picture May looked in when, com- 
ing to the door a fcAv minutes later in her search for a miss- 
ing rake, she was arrested on the threshold by the astonish- 
ing sight. She was unperceived by Shrewsy or her visitor, 
and, turning noiselessly, she flew like the wind back to 
where Fay still sat absorbed in her story-book. 

" He has come ! he has come !" she shouted. " And he's 
sitting in the kitchen with Shrewsy, cutting string beans." 

"Who? Mr. Dinwiddle?" said Fay absently, without 
lifting her eyes. 

" Mr. Dinwiddle, indeed !" cried May, bursting into a 
laugh. " Why, Fay, are you dreaming ? Listen to what 
I'm telling you. That boy. Perry McLaren, is sitting in 
our kitchen chatting with Shrewsy and helping her with 
the beans!". 

" You don't mean it ?" said Fay, her eyes growing wider 
and wider in wondering surprise, and the book dropping 
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from her hand to her lap, and thence to the ground. Then 
came the after-thought : " Oh, May ! what will he think of 
us ? He told us he was coming, too ! What shall we do?" 
The distress in Fay's countenance was quite ludicrous to 
behold. 

" Do ? why, what can we do ? He seems to be quite at 
home ; and Shrewsy — Fay, how do you think he ever 
accomplished it?'' 

Fay had picked up her book and was slowly walking in 
the direction of the house, and May had no other resource 
but to follow her. 

"You go in first," whispered she as they reached it; 
"I'm sure I shall laugh right out, and spoil all." 

Fay walked in. Shrewsy's back was turned toward the 
door, and Perry had a chance to wink slyly at Fay before 
she turned round. Then, to her amazement, he kept quietly 
on with his employment, as though she were a perfect 
stranger to him 

"Where's May?" inquired Shrewsy. — "Oh, there you 
are ! Here's a young gentleman come all the way down 
from Bellehurst with a present for yer pa, and not one in 
the house to speak to him but myself I I was just tellin' 
him about that queer thing in the doctor's study that makes 
the leg of a fly look as large as my arm, 'most, and he says he'd 
like to see it. Suppose you take him and show it to him ?" 

" The microscope, you mean," said May demurely. " Cer- 
tainly. — Won't you come this way ?" 

Outside in the hall she was obliged to stuff her handker- 
chief in her mouth to stifle her laughter. 

"Well," said Perry when the study-door was safely 
closed upon them, " what do you think now ? Didn't I 
tell you I could tackle her? When I set out to do a tiling 
I generally do it. I'm going to stay to tea too, sure's my 
name's Perry Mcl^aren, as Miss Bascobee says. Do you 

8* 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



30 DB. GILBERT'S DAUGHTEBS. 

know, she was nearly going to snap the head off of me for 
calling her Shrewsy ;" and Perry lay back in an arm-chair 
and laughed until his sides ached at the remembrance of his 
late interview. 

" Tell us about it, do !" begged the girls ; and Perry 
obligingly complied, acting out his part in it, and imitating 
Shrewsy's tone and manner so cleverly that it was a wonder 
their merriment did not reach the ears of the object of it in 
the kitchen. 

*' But," said Fay anxiously at the conclusion of the nar- 
rative, "was it trm about Miss Nisbitt? Did she herself 
really send those things?" 

" She really did," answered Perry, " only of course I put 
it into her head to do so. Now let's see the microscope." 

" We can only look through it ; we mustn't touch it," 
said Fay, " for papa has it properly focused, and we might 
injure it if we meddled with it. It hasn't a leg of a fly in 
now, but a chicken's lung, and you can see all the curious 
little veins, and the openings or valves through which it 
breathes." 

The chicken's lung was duly examined and admired, and 
next the reptiles and other objects preserved in jars of spirits 
on the shelves came in for a share of attention. Then there 
was an electric battery, and, as May knew how to set the 
current in motion, they amused themselves for some time 
giving each other " shocks," and laughing to see how very 
soon the sponges on the handles would have been dropped 
if possible, and keeping up the torture not a few seconds 
after the victim begged for mercy. Afterward May mount- 
ed the dentist's chair, and Perry played he was the doctor 
extracting her teeth ; but they soon grew tired of this, and 
May proposed going into the sitting-room and listening 
while Fay played something on the piano. 

"Don't you play too?" asked Perry. 
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" Yes, a little, but not as Fay does. I know good music 
when I hear it, but I can't make it myself. Papa says I 
iiave a good ear, but no execution, Avhile Fay has a great 
talent for music.'' 

" What's behind here ?" asked Perry suddenly as they 
were leaving the room, stopping in front of a tall case pro- 
tected by a green silk curtain. 

"Oh, do come on!" said Fay nervously.- " It isn't any- 
thing you'd care to see." 

" How can I tell that till I know what it is ?" said Perry. 
—"May, what is it?" 

" A penny to see the show," said May, placing herself in 
front of the curtain. 

" Oh, May, don't !" pleaded Fay. But it was too late ; 
Perry's curiosity was thoroughly aroused. 

" It must be something dreadful," he said eagerly, " and 
I like dreadful things. That long black box looks for all 
the world like a coffin. — I have it, May, Fay; it's a skeleton. 
Do let me have just one peep." 

Fay ran out of the room, but in a few minutes she was 
rejoined in the sitting-room by the other two. 

" I saw it, Fay," said Perry exultantly, " and had a grip 
from its bony fingers. But what's the matter? You look 
quite scared. Why, you aren't half as brave as May. The 
poor old thing could never hurt you. Say, Fay, you aren't 
afraid of ghosts, are you ?" 

"No. I don't believe there are such things as ghosts, but 
I don't like to talk of them or to look at objects like thaty' 
glancing involuntarily over her shoulder in the direction of 
the study, and slightly shivering as she spoke. 

" Well, who would have thought a girl of your sense could 
be suqh a coward ?" said Perry, railingly. 

"Fay isn't a coward, one bit," spoke up May, evei ready 
to defend her sister's honor. " Some people have stronger 
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nerves than others, that's all. But I'll tell you who is. 
There's Shrewsy. She'd be ready to face a burglar or a 
wild Indian any day, yet just say the word * ghost' to her, 
and she's frightened half out of her wits. She wouldn't go 
into the study alone in broad daylight for any money, for 
fear of that skeleton, and she keeps a lamp burning in her 
room all night, for the same reason. She believes in good 
and bad fairies and goblins ; and she wouldn't begin anything 
on a Friday for fear of bad luck ; and she wears a crooked 
sixpence tied on a string around her neck for a charm." 

" It would be a charity to treat her to a real live ghost 
some time, wouldn't it ?" said Perry. " It is hard for her 
to live so long in expectation of meeting one and be disap- 
pointed. Just imagine how she would yell. May, if some 
night she woke up and found a hollow squash, with fl^miing 
eyes, mounted on top of a broomstick, wrapped round with 
a sheet, standing by the side of the bed !" Thoughtless May 
joined in the laugh at the idea. 

Here Fay put an end to the subject by striking up the 
chords of a march she had lately been learning. 

" How well you play !" said Perry at its close. " But do 
you call this a piano ? It looks as if it had been in exist- 
ence since the time of the Flood. Look at the spindle- 
shaped legs, for all the world like a spider's ! The very 
term ! It isn't a piano at all ; it's a spinet." 

" Well, I must say you're pretty free in your remarks," 
said May, mentally confirming her first opinion, that he 
was the rudest boy she had ever met. " This was our 
grandmother's, and mamma used it too ; and papa says it 
will do well enough for Fay and me to practise on, and 
when we are grown up and become good performers he will 
buy us a better one." 

" But listen to the wheezy tone, like wind coming out of 
a cracked bellows. You ought to see the piano up at 
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Bellehurst — a real Steinway grand, the latest make; and 
nobody ever opens it. If you only had it here, eh, Fay ?" 
as he saw her eyes glisten. " That's in the drawing-room ; 
and there's another smaller one in the music-room, and an 
organ with pipes, the same as they have in city churches, 
with a bell accompaniment ; and there's a harp. Arthur's 
a splendid musician, but he never touches an instrument 
any more. You can sing, Fay, can't you?" 

^^ Can't she, though !" burst in May enthusiastically. " I 
can't sing a note, but papa says if Fay's voice is only culti- 
vated it will be remarkably fine. I've heard people say 
that where children are twins, one is usually weak and the 
other strong ; but in our case it is that one is bright and 
talented, and the other stupid." 

"Now, May!" cried Fay deprecatingly ; and Perry 
added, "Come, come. May, no fishing for compliments! 
— ^What do you sing, Fay ?" he went on. " Any of those 
old Scottish songs — 'Annie Laurie' and the like?" 

" Oh yes," said May, answering again, as usual, out of 
her turn — " 'Annie Laurie,' and ' Scots wha ha' wi' Wallace 
bled,' and ' Blue Bonnets over the Border,' and ' Auld Robin 
Gray,' and oh, ever so many more. She sings them every 
evening to papa." 

" The reason I asked was, my guardian and Cousin Be- 
thiah are both very fond of music and good singing, and 
those are the kind of songs they like the best. Away back 
in the ages their forefathers were Scotch, and that explains 
it, I guess. — I say, do you think you two girls could come 
up to Bellehurst on Thursday and spend the afternoon ?" 

May jumped clear off her chair at the mere mention <>£ 
such a thing, but Fay, less easily excited, though none the 
less eager, waited to consider a moment before she said re- 
gretfully, " I'm afraid not — Thursday ; that's the afternoon 
we go to visit our patients." 

C 
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*^ Your patients ? What do you mean ?'* 

" Oh, some of papa's sick people down in the village. 
When they are nearly well he hands them over to us, and 
we mrry them broth and jelly and corn-starch and such-like 
things to build them up, for they are all very poor people, 
who can't afford to get delicacies for themselves. Then 
there's a couple of old women who ain't sick at all, but 
who seldom see people, and it makes them feel good to 
have us go in and talk with them a few minutes once a 
week. They would feel quite lonesome if we missed com- 
ing, for they watch for us every Thursday regularly." 

" Then you won't forego these charity-visits for one after- 
noon, even to pay a visit to Bellehurst? I have ever so 
many things to show you ; and there's your Skye — You 
haven't seen him yet, you know. And do you know how 
to play lawn-tennis?'^ 

" No, but we have a set of croquet.'^ 

" Oh, this beats croquet all to pieces. It's a new game, 
just out in this country — no end of fun — ^and I want to 
teach it to you. Let these poor people of yours go for 
once — they won't care — and come. Will you?" 

" Don't be angry, please," said Fay gently. " We are 
very sorry, but it wouldn't be right. Papa always says, 
* Duty before pleasure ;' and though this is more a pleas- 
ure to us than a duty, still the other pleasure would be so 
much — ^so very much — ^greater, it is plain it must come 
last." 

"Bother what papa says!" thought Perry to himself. 
Then, shortly and coldly, "All right! I guess it's about 
time I was going. Will you show me the way back to the 
kitchen to get my basket ?" . 

The little girls led the way, feeling uncomfortable and 
grieved. As they re-entered the room the first thing- that 
caught Perry's eyes was a little side-table covered with a 
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white cloth, and standing upon it a pitcher of fresh milk, a 
loaf of brown bread, two plates, and two bowls. At sight 
of it every trace of his ill-humor vanished in an instant. 

" Somebody is going to have a feast," he said. " Brown 
bread and milk ! It puts me in mind of the time when 
I was a little mite of a chap and used to go to the country 
to visit my grandma. She used to make me eat it for sup- 
per, because she said it was ^ so strengthening f " and he 
threw a droll glance at the girls. "At home I get nothing 
but cake and sweetmeats and tea, and I^m about sick of 
them.'' 

" Perhaps, then, you'd better sit down and have some in 
memory of ^auld lang syne,'" said Shrewsy, bluntly. 

" Thank you, ma'am ; I will," said he coolly, accepting 
her at her word and drawing up a chair. 

Shrewsy added some of the raspberries he had brought 
to the repast, and Perry did ample justice to what was set 
before him; and upon rising he assured Shrewsy he had 
never enjoyed a meal more in his life, and he should be 
tempted to come often if he were treated in the same man- 
ner on every occasion. All of which Shrewsy took for 
granted in unsuspecting innocence. 

" Now, that's what I call a nice, gentlemanly boy," she 
said when he had gone. " No airs about him, though he 
might well put them on, seein' he is who he is. Not above 
carryin' a heavy basket, though he might just as easy have 
had a servant to do it ; and pleased and willin' to set down 
at a deal table and eat his supper, though I shouldn't won- 
der if at home he had silver knives and real cut glass and 
French china, and a waiter to stand at his back. Hope it '11 
be a lesson to you girls — Fay especially — not to put your- 
selves above yourselves, as I'm greatly feared ye're often 
inclined to c'. ! A nice boy ! Hope he'll call again." 
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CHAPTER III. 

AN ADVENTURE, 

DRIP, drip, drip ! All the morning long the rain had 
fallen in torrents, and everybody that has ever expe- 
rienced it knows what a pleasant thing it is to have a rainy 
day in the country. In the city it is quite different. If 
fortified with a waterproof, a pair of India-rubbers, and a 
stout umbrella, one can snap one's fingers at the weather 
and go boldly out, nothing daunted by wet pavements and 
a leaden sky. The rows of attractive shop-windows still 
line either side of the street, and cars and stages, carts and 
carriages, rumble past as usual. People hurry hither and 
thither on business and pleasure, and nobody but an in- 
valid dreams of keeping in the house on account of the 
rain. 

But of what use are India-rubbers when at every step 
one sinks ankle-deep in the wet soil, and in attempting to 
release one's foot can only do so at the expense of the un- 
lucky rubber, which is left sticking fast in its bed of mud ? 
Of what use are umbrellas when every tree is a shower- 
bath and every bush and shrub a Babcock extinguisluT ? 
And what is there to go out for at all when grass and 
flowers and hillside and meadow, and everything that 
makes the country the country^ is, for the time being, lost 
to use, drowned in the miniature deluge ? Rain or shine 
matters little in the city, but, though rain may be a wel- 
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come boon to the farmer and a very necessary thing for the 
welfare of all, " shine, shine, nothing but shine," would be 
the verdict of most of the dwellers in the country if they 
could have their wish. 

It would have been May^s certainly, as she stood discon- 
solately pressing her face against the window-pane for the 
twentieth time that morning. 

" We couldn't have gone to Bellehurst, even if we had 
intended to," she said at last, strumming on the glass. 
"But perhaps they might have sent the carriage for us. 
Such a beautiful carriage. Fay, with red satin cushions and 
linings ! I saw it one day driving down to the station. I 
wonder how it would feel to ride in it ?" 

" The same as it does to ride in papa's buggy behind old 
Jeannette, I suppose," said Fay composedly, holding the 
slipper she was working in a pattern with bright crimson 
and blue, orange, and purple Avorsted, away from her to 
mark the effect. 

" Now, Fay, it would no such thing. I don't care about 
the red satin cushions — brown morocco would serve the pur- 
pose as well, in my opinion, and would last a great deal 
longer — ^but the horses, Fay — ^real high-steppers, lovely 
bays with long tails and manes ; — the idea of comparing 
them to poor old slow-coach Jeannette ! That is the one 
thing I should like to be rich for — that is, for myself — to 
have beautiful fast horses, and go hunting, leaping ditches 
and stone walls, in a riding-habit of Lincoln green and a 
velvet cap and waving ostrich-feather." 

"And very likely break your neck into the bargain. I nv 
glad, then, you aren't rich. May, and that we live in America. 
Ladies don't hunt in this country." 

" More's the pity ! Do you remember that picture papa 
showed us of Aurora, where the goddess is starting out in 
her chariot drawn by fiery steeds? You can almost see 
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their nostrils quiver. Well, I think I'd rather have been 
Aurora than all the others put together ; and I think the 
finest thing in this world — only, of course it's ^'ery wicked 
— must be to ride four horses bareback at once, like that 
woman does at the circus, if you can believe the placards 
on the fences." 

" Why, May Gilbert !" said Fay, greatly shocked, " what 
art you saying? That about Aurora is only a heatheu 
fable, and if women and girls ever do such things as ride 
bareback horses, they aren't the kind of people for you to 
want to imitate. It's very unladylike." This last was 
always Fay's strongest argument. 

" I never can be ladylike, no matter how hard I try. Fay, 
80 I'm going to give up and let you play lady for both. I 
always said it was a mistake that I wasn't born a boy. I 
like boys' ways best, and to do the things that boys do. I 
hate serving and fancy-work and practising. My fingers 
are all thumbs, only fit to play ball and row and shoot. 
Do you think I'd ever spend a whole morning, of my own 
free will, working on a thing like thatf^ pointing scorn- 
fully at Fay's slipper. " Never !" with an emphatic stamp 
of her foot. 

" But somebody has to make slippers so long as some- 
body wears them," said Fay philosophically ; " and if all 
the girls were going to be boys, then all the papas would 
have to go barefoot." 

" Buy them from the shoemaker," suggested May. 

" You couldn't buy such as these," said Fay, patting lov- 
ingly the result of her many hours' work for papa ; " and 
even if you could, it would be the same case turned around. 
If men have to do women's work, it is just as well to be 
born a girl in the beginning." 

" Well," said May, unwilling to lose her point, " I say 
all the men-dressmakers, like that ridiculous Worth, and 
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the men in stores fitting on shoos and measuring ribbons 
and calico, and all the women-lawyers and preachers and 
thost3 who want to vote, ought to change places. But, I 
declare, the clouds are breaking and the sun is coming 
through ! It's stopped raining, Fay ; it's going to dry up. 
We can go to the village.'* 

Sure enough, the rain had ceased, and in a couple jf 
hours the hot June sun, pouring down, had evai)orated 
most of the moisture from the earth. The dust was laid 
in the road and the air was cool and pleasant when the 
children started on their walk to Checkerville. 

" Ye'd better take an umbrclly along, I'm thinkin'," said 
Shrewsy, standing on the porch and studying the sky. 
"These brill'ant clearin's-oif are apt to be treacherous. 
Like as not there '11 be a shower afore long." 

" Nonsense, Shrewsy !" said May ; " there isn't the sign 
of a speck in all that blue. Besides, we couldn't be both- 
ered lugging an umbrella along. We'd lay it down and 
forget it somewhere, or we'd spill the beef-tea with so many 
things to carry. Good-bye." 

Shrewsy shaded her eyes with her hand and watched the 
two white sun-bonnets until they were hidden from sight 
by a bend in the road. 

" If their mother could only see them now !" she mut- 
tered as she turned into the house, her eyes wet with a tear 
at the thought of the dead mistress who for seven long 
years had cared for and cherished these little lambs so ten- 
derly, and on whose quiet grave the wealth of spring buds 
and summer blossoms had been laid by loving hands during 
five more. 

Shrewsy's outside might be harsh and forbidding, but 
(KHicealed beneath that cold exterior was a spring of deep 
affection which few could reach, but once touched the 
waters rushed forth in a resistless flow. 
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Meanwhile, May and Fay walked on in the shadow of 
the tall lilac-bushes that grew on one side of the road* 
They had nearly two miles to travel to reach their destina- 
tion, but it was so pleasant outside, after being confined in 
the house all day, that they could have wished it double as 
far. 

Checkerville lay in a hollow, and from the high ground 
you could see the little village spread out long before you 
reached it. It wasn't much of a village; only the mill- 
buildings, the little wooden houses of the operatives, a 
couple of larger ones for the superintendent, bookkeeper, 
etc., a frame boarding-house, also owned by "the company," 
a store, a tavern, and a blacksmith's shop. There was no 
church. That was a couple of miles away, at Bayford, 
more convenient to the well-off farmers who owned land 
in the neighborhood, and the inhabitants of Checkerville 
seldom darkened its doors. There was an apology for a 
school-house, but as all the children of the place, from the 
age of nine up, worked with their parents in the mill, there 
were not very many left to attend school. A few of the 
aforesaid farmers' daughters — those whose fathers were too 
penurious or too ignorant themselves to appreciate the neces- 
sity of a good common-school education for their children — 
helped to swell the list when the season was neither that of 
planting nor gathering, berrying nor hop-picking. And 
such a school as it was ! The teacher, a Mr. Brown — from 
nobody knew where, though some whispered that his former 
occupation had been that of a tin-peddler — divided his time 
between flirting with the girls and thrashing the boys. 
What more could be expected for the munificent sum of 
three dollars a week and board himself? 

Once, when May and Fay were about eight years old, 
they had asked their father to let them go just for one day 
to school, to see what it was like, they having always been 
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taught at home by their mother, and after her death by him-» 
self. Dr. Gilbert consented. 

" Papa," said Fay that evening, " what is star-ing ?" 

" * Star-ing ' ?" said the doctor. " I never heard the word. 
Sometimes a great actor or actress Ls called a * star,' and in 
that sense ^star-ing' might mean making a professional 
tour. How was the word used?" 

" Why, at the school to-day the teacher was reading out of 
a book, and he said * the boy was star-ing at a fly on the wall.' 
What would it mean to say ^ the boy was making a profes- 
sional tour at the fly on the wall,' papa?" 

Dr. Gilbert burst into a hearty laugh. 

"Papa," said May, a sudden light dawning upon her, 
I guess the stupid old fellow meant staring^ 

" I guess so too. May," said the doctor. " It will never 
do for you to go to school where you know more than the 
teacher, daughters." 

And that was May's and Fay's first and last day in Check- 
erville school. 

General Chandler had bought the woollen mills and the 
neighboring property a short time before the date of our 
story. He was a very wealthy man, and when he saw a 
speculation likely to prove profitable, be it mining stocks or 
railroad shares or manufacturing interests, he liked to con- 
trol it. He had nothing further to do with the mills than 
to make as much profit out of them as possible. So he ap- 
pointed an overseer to see that everything went right, and 
this man took care that the employees worked the greatest 
number of hours at the lowest rate of wages, and subtracted 
as much rent for the little boxes of houses as the low rate 
of wages would permit ; and once a month he balanced the 
accounts and sent them and the receipts, done up in a pack- 
age, to General Chandler. That was all. From the day 
he went to mspect his new Checkerville property its ownei 
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had never set foot in it. The mills were furnished from 
time to time with all the newest improvements in machinerj^, 
and visitors going through them voted them models of their 
kind ; and the poverty of the many whose labor went to 
make one man rich was out of view or overlooked. But 
during that one brief stay in the neighborhood General 
Chandler had made a discovery. He had found out a spot 
that equalled in every respect his ideal of a site for a coun- 
tiy home, where he could retire from the city in the heated 
portion of the year, and rest and enjoy himself. Of this he 
told Arthur, his only son, on his return, and the result was an 
army of laborers and artisans from the city, who in two years 
put the finishing touches to the costly white marble mansion, 
the wonder and admiration of all the surrounding country. 
He named the estate Bellehurst ("beautiful woods"), and 
himself and family were now occupying it for the first time. 
Already other wealthy gentlemen were awakening to the 
beauties of Chandlersville (as the place had been rechris- 
tened) for a summer resort, and several handsome residences 
were in course of erection. But to return to May and Fay. 

When about halfway they heard a sound of wheels close 
behind, and had barely time to scframble on one side when 
something shot by them like a rocket. 

" Much obliged to you for not running over us," said 
May, glancing after the retreating vehicle. — "Why, I 
thought it was a light wagon. Look, Fay ! there are only 
two wheels, and he makes it go with his feet !" 

"He's coming back," said Fay as the rider wheeled 
round. "It's Perry himself." 

" Halloo there ! clear the way !" shouted Perry. Then, 
slackening his pace as he came alongside, "I thought it 
was you. Are you on your way to see the aunties?" 

May maintained a dignified silence; Fay nodded. 

" Come, May ; now don't get mad. I meant the ante- 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



AN ADVENTURE, 43 

diluvians ;^' and Perry laughed as though his pun wore of 
the best. 

" How do you like my horse V^ he asked, jumping down. 
" Dc you know its name ?" 

"Yes/' said May, quickly remembering to have read 
somewhere a description of something similar, and wishing 
to let him see she knew more than he supposed ; '^ it's a 
velocipede/' 

"That's where you're wrong," replied Perry triumph- 
antly: "velocipedes are only to amuse children. This is 
a bicycle." 

" Oh !" said May indifferently, yet feeling considerably 
mortified. 

" This one cost fifty dollars," went on Perry proudly — 
" 'most the price of a horse. But the beauty of the thing is 
you have to feed a horse, and you haven't a bicycle ; so it's 
much cheaper in the end. A bicycle can beat a horse racing 
anyday, too." 

" Don't believe it," said May flatly. 

" But I tell you it's a fact. There was a fellow in Boston 
made a wager he could beat a horse on a three-mile run ; 
and he rfirf, and made a pile of money by it. — Are you going 
in here?" for they had arrived at the village, and the girls 
stopped in front of the first of a row of brown wooden 
houses, all alike, known as the "Long Block." 

" Yes. Mrs. Cody has a new baby, and papa said we 
might stop in to-day and see it." 

" Well, I'm going to leave this at the mill, and then when 
you're ready we can walk home through the woods. Will 
you?" 

"Yes." 

"Then hurry up, and I'll be waiting for you on the 
bridge over the creek." 

"Girls are only girls, after all," soliloquized he as he 
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trundled his bicycle on to the mill. " That May's a spunky 
little thing — more dash and spirit than half the felhws I 
know — ^yet she's as crazy to see that squalling baby as Fay 
herself; more so, in fact." 

Perry's disgust would have deepened tenfold if he could 
have looked upon May at that moment as she cuddled the 
little pink morsel of humanity close to her cheek in raptu- 
rous delight, calling it the " dearest, sweetest, loveliest, cun- 
ningest little darling in the world," and causing its anxious 
mother considerable trepidation lest she should smother it 
with kisses. 

It seemed an interminable time to Perry that he stood 
whistling on the bridge waiting for the girls. At length 
they appeared. 

" We came as quickly as we could," said Fay. " Have 
you been here long?" 

"Ever so long. Do you know whether there are any 
* Jack-in-the-pulpits ' to be had in the woods?" 

" Yes indeed. There is a spot near our cave where you 
can get plenty of them. Do you want some?" 

" Not for myself, but Cousin Bethiah likes all those curi- 
ous kinds of plants, and I wanted to get one or two for 
her." 

They had scarcely reached the woods, however, when 
they heard a low rumbling sound. 

" Thunder," exclaimed May. — " Shrewsy was right, Fay : 
there's going to be a shower." 

" We'd better get home as fast as we can," said Fay, 
looking uneasily at the black clouds gathering in the 
west. 

"Oh, wait one minute," said Perry, who had not yet 
succeeded in finding his " Jacks." " Those wool-packs are 
only for a wind-storm that will pass over. — ^Are you sure it 
was around here you saw them, May ?" 
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Before May could answer tliere came a vivid flash of 
lightning, followed by a peal of thunder louder and nearer 
llian the former one, and the large drops began to fall. 

*^ Come," said Fay, seizing her sister's hand and starting 
to run. 

Faster and faster fell the drops, and flash followed flash 
in quick succession. 

" We can never reach home," said May in despair. 

" But we must" cried Fay in the excitement of terror. 
" The trees. May ! It is so dangerous ! We will be struck 
and killed if we stay here. Hurry ! O-oh !" as a deaf- 
ening crash seemed fairly to strike the treetops overhead. 

" The cave !" exclaimed Perry — " make for the cave !" 

May, who never lost her presence of mind, acted at once 
on the suggestion. Luckily, it was close at hand, and into 
its grateful shelter the children rushed pell-mell, not noti- 
cing in their haste an iron pot which hung suspended from 
three cross-poles at the entrance. 

" Dear me !" said May, " isn't it dark here ? Suppose we 
should have to stay all night, and they wouldn't know where 
to look for us ?" She groped her way to a rocky ledge and 
sat down, the others following her. Fay buried her head 
in her sister's lap and stopped her ears to shut out the sound 
of the rolling thunder without. Perry drew up closely on 
the other side, more awed and frightened at the violence of 
the storm tlian he would like to own. For a while silence 
reigned, broken only by the constant reverberations and an 
o<x5asional terrified ejaculation from Fay. 

" Ma;' !" said Perry softly, feeling for her hand. 

"Yes?" 

"Are you afraid?" 

"No." 

"Fay is." 

Silence. 
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"May!" 

"Yes?" 

" What makes you not afraid ?' 

"Because — " hesitating. 

"Because what?" 

" I know nothing can hurt me unless God chooses, and 
il He chooses it must be right." 

Perry relapsed again into silence, but the childish words 
of trust had taken effect and quieted his fears, he knew not 
why. 

Gradually the tempest abated, and Perry started for the 
opening to look out. As he moved low moans resembling 
those of a child in pain sounded from one of the dark 
corners. 

"What's that?" exclaimed Perry. 

There was a rustling, and the moans broke into a feeble 
cry. 

" Pretty ladies," said a voice in broken English — ^and a 
woman advanced from the gloom and stood wringing her 
hands in front of the children — " you vill haf merci on the 
poor voman and her sick child ?" 

The cave had grown quite light now, and they could see 
her perfectly well. She was tall, though stooping, with a 
very dark skin and piercing black eyes. Her dress had 
once been a bright blue woollen plaid, but the brightness 
was dimmed long ago by wear and dirt. It was made very 
full in the skirt and gathered in at the waist, while in length 
it reached only to the ankles. Her feet were encased in 
coarse shoes without stockings, and an old shawl was thrown 
over iier head. Her fingers were covered with brass rings, 
and a pair of gaudy earrings ornamented her ears. 

" You vill no tell ?" she pleaded ; " pretty ladies will let 
gypsy's child die in peace?" 

" Gypsy !" thought May and Fay, scarcely crediting their 
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ears that they could be looking at a member of that famous 
race, and disappointed at the forlorn appearance of the spe- 
cimen. 

*' We won't harm you, good woman,'' said Perry loftily, 
" What is the matter with your child ?" 

" Ah, my Pierrot ! my boy ! He sick, he die, with the 
fevaire." And she wrung her hands and rocked to and fro. 

" But you cannot stay here," said Fay. " I will tell my 
father — ^he's a doctor — and he will find you a place to stop 
in the village, and perhaps he can cure your boy." 

" Oh no, no !" cried the woman wildly — " no tell ! Me 
cure Pierrot 'self; me give the good herbs. No want doc- 
taire. He bring men and take us to prison. Promise no 
tell !" and she clutched the little girls' dresses so tightly and 
glared at them so frantically that in alarm they reluctantly 
obeyed. , 

"But you will want something to eat," ventured Fay, 
" and how can you leave your little boy to get it ?" 

'^ Plenti food, plenti food," answered the woman, point- 
ing to the pot, which they now observed for the first time. 
"Only let alone— no tell." 

" Well, /didn't promise," said Perry when they were out 
of ear-shot on their way home, " and I'm going right on to 
your house and tell your father. That story is all a hoax. 
She has a crowd of tramps like herself hiding about some- 
where, waiting to come down on us all at night and rob us 
and cut our throats ; else why is she so afraid of being sent 
to prison ? She thinks she's all right because she bullied 
you into promising not to tell, but she overlooked me. 
Ha ! ha ! It was a good thing she did, too, for if she tried 
to threaten me, I'd — " Perry didn't finish, but doubled 
up his fist and looked very valiant. 

" You wouldn't strike a woman, I hope ?" said May, sig- 
nificantly glancing at his clenched hand. 
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"Pshaw!" said Perry, feeling all the starch suddenly 
taken out of him, " you know I didn't mean tkaV^ Strange 
how he was beginning to wince beneath the home-thrusts 
of this girl two years his junior, and to covet her good 
opinion as a thing worth having! 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A CHARITY FAIR, 

IT was all Perry's idea, the fair ; and the way it came 
about was this. 

He had kept to his resolve of acquainting Dr. Gilbert 
with their strange encounter, and his own opinion that the 
so-called "gypsy" in distress was no more nor less than a 
spy in disguise ; and was gratified to find that, though the 
doctor could not agree in his hasty conclusion without 
further investigation, he thought he had done perfectly 
right in informing him of the matter. 

The following morning he set out for the cave. Perry 
acting as guide, and when he returned later in the day his 
face was very grave, and he went immediately to his room, 
where he remained some time, in spite of the curiosity and 
impatience of his little daugliters. When at length he re- 
appeared they made a simultaneous rush for him, but, to 
their amazement, he waved them off. 

" Why, papa, what is the matter ?" exclaimed May, " and 
what is that queer smell ?" 

" Camphor," said Fay. — " Does your head ache, papa ?" 

"There is something else," interrupted May before he 
could answer. " Hartshorn and — and — Yes, I know the 
smer of it, but I can't remember the name. That nasty 
stuff — as-asa-asafoetida." 

" Yes, papa's head aches badly, and he has been trying a 
few remedies," replied the doctor ; which was the truth as 
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far as it went, though the cause of his headache and heart- 
sickness was a secret to •be carefully guarded. " Now sit 
down quietly in those chairs opposite, daughters, and I will 
tell you what you are so anxious to hear,'' pointing to seats 
on tlie other side of the study-table. Very odd it seemed to 
May and Fay, whose accustomed places were one on each 
knee, but they had always been taught to obey unquestion- 
ingly, and they did so now. 

Then the doctor told his story. The woman had been 
greatly alarmed at his appearance, but by degrees his kind 
words and manner had reassured her, and bit by bit he 
learned her history and the reason of her present circum- 
stances. She and her husband were Spaniards, and they 
made a living going round the country attending fairs and 
shows, where they personated gypsy fortune-tellers. There 
were seven or eight other Spaniards who mostly accompanied 
tliem, and they formed a band of which her husband, Bino, 
was the leader. He was a bad, reckless man, fearful of 
nothing unless it might be the strong arm of that law which 
he had more than once outraged, but had thus far succeeded 
in eluding. It was this knowledge of the wicked acts com- 
mitted by him that had made Mari — that was her name — 
so afraid of arrest and prison. Their only child, a bright 
little fellow of eight, had been suddenly taken sick on the 
road as they journeyed from place to place (the doctor did 
not say his sickness was the most virulent type of scarlet 
fever), and as he continued to grow rapidly worse, his un- 
natural father, not wishing to have him die on his hands, 
and thus ])crhaps bring trouble and exposure on himself, as 
the detectives were on the lookout for him for a stabbing 
aifniy in a neighboring city, determined to abandon him in 
the woods. The poor mother, half distracted with grief, 
refused to leave her boy, and, as he had long since tired of 
her, the brutal husbtmd was as well pleased to leave her 
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behind also. She professed a desire to lead a better life if 
Pierrot was only spared to her ; and the doctor, who had 
discovered that that life now would not be very long, as the 
woman was in the first stages of a consumption brought on 
by hardship and abuse, immediately took steps to have 
mother and child removed to a more comfortable abode. 
He secured at his own expense one of the empty factory- 
houses, consisting of two rooms, and had sent down a mat- 
tress, a table, a couple of chairs, and a few other necessaries. 
When all was ready a farmer's cart brought Mari and Pier- 
rot to their new home. 

" But, papa," said Fay as he paused, " you can save him, 
poor little Pierrot ! can you not, for his mother's sake ?" 

" I will do my best, my pet," replied her father, " but 
you know in God's hands alone are the issues of life and 
death." 

Day after day he labored faithfully to relieve the little 
sufferer, while with an anxious heart he closely watched 
his own darlings at home. Nearly an hour pent up in that 
close, pestilential atmosphere ! how dare he hope they could 
escape ? But the threatened danger often passes by, while 
that all undreamt-of swoops down upon us unaware. May 
and Fay suffered no harm from their contact with the dread 
disease, neither did Perry McLaren, and slowly but surely 
the doctor's efforts in little Pierrot's case were crowned with 
success. It was quite a while before the little fellow was 
restored to his usual health and strength, but during his 
convalescence, when all fear of contagion had passed, the 
children were allowed to visit him, and he became a prime 
favorite with them — with Perry in particular, who adopted 
him as a prot^g6 of his own. He was nearly as dark as a 
mulatto, had large, round black eyes bright and sparkling, 
and hail black as jet, which curled close to his head in tight 
little rings. He chattered in Spanish like a magpie, though 
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he spoke English nearly as well as the children themselves, 
and before long they had picked up from him quite a num- 
ber of phrases and words, and arouseil Shrewsy's resent- 
ment by pretending to talk secrets before her in this strange 
tongue. May was to the fore in this as in most other things, 
and when Shrewsy's annoyance became evident, she delight- 
ed in heightening it and occasioning it as much as possible. 
She addressed her as " Alma mia " (my dear), and if she were 
going out w^ould bid her " adios " instead of " good-oye/^ 
If Shrew^sy inquired where she was going, she would shrug 
her shoulders with a careless " Quien sal)e ?" (Who knows ?), 
and tell her she would probably be back ^^ poco tiempo '' 
(in a little while). All this Shrewsy took as the greatest 
impertinence and disrespect, and, highly incensed, she made 
a complaint to the doctor, and the use of the " furrin jab- 
ber," as she called it, was forbidden henceforth in Shrewsy's 
presence. Once in a while May would forget, however, 
and when Shrewsy was particularly aggravating vent her 
feelings in a " Carrambo !" (Pest on it !). Not at all a nice 
expression for a little girl to use, you will say, but, brought 
up as he was, Pierrot's vocabulary was not of the choicest, 
and May thought " Carrambo !" much grander and more 
forcible than " Julius Caesar !" which was the term she had 
formerly employed as an escape-valve for concentrated 
wrath. 

As the weeks wore on and Pierrot grew strong and well 
again, Mari, on the contrary, seemed to grow weaker and 
weaker. The troublesome cough was more constant, and a 
Blight amount of labor or exertion utterly exhausttd her. 
Yet she would not entertain the thought for a moment that 
there was anything the matter with her. She would feel 
bettei when cool weather came, she said. — 'So great heal 
no agree with her.' 

From the first, the neighbors had avoided the two, re- 
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garding them with suspicion and dislike on account of tlieii 
odd appearance and ways. The doctor still continued to pay 
their rent, but it soon became apparent that, as far as Mari 
was concerned, they must be a burden on the charity of 
others, for she would never be able to do anything toward 
supporting herself or the boy. Pierrot was unusually smart 
and active for his age, and might have obtained some light 
employment in the mill had it not been for the prejudice 
against him, which rendered it impracticable ; besides, what 
he could have earned in this manner would have been but 
a mite when there was no one to help but himself. He was 
a high-spirited, independent little chap, and after he once 
fully comprehended their position he busied himself day 
and night in thinking and planning how he might earn 
something for himself and his mother, whom he devotedly 
loved. 

" I am not big enough to work on a farm," he said to 
Perry one day, " and there is nothing else here ; but if I 
only were in the great city I could sell the papei's or shine 
the boots or sweep the crossings, or in so many more ways 
make the money." 

This set Perry to thinking. " Pierrot," said he the next 
time he saw him, " do you think if you had a basket, with 
thread and needles and pins and matches and such like, 
you could find your way round the country to sell them ?" 

Pierrot's great black eyes fairly danced: ^^Find way? 
Oh yes. That would be fine." Then the light died away 
from his face as he said sadly, " But where from come tho 
basket or the things? I have none." 

"7 will get them for you," said Perry, "if you think 
you could get along at it, and if your mother is villing." 

Away ran the eager boy to his mother, followed by Perry. 
Mari had no objection. She had too long led a roving life 
herself to have any apprehensions for her son. " She should 
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be lonesome all day/' she said, " but would be not be with 
her at night ?" And she kissed Perry's hand in gratitude 
for his kindness. 

Perry felt quite elated in his new role of generous benefac- 
tor, but his self-appreciation was destined to receive a severe 
blow. He thought he had nothing to do but to Oi^k his 
guardian for the money — five dollars Cousin Bethiah cal- 
culated as the required sum — but what was his surprise to 
receive a downright refusal of his request ! Explanations 
and pleadings were of no avail ; the general would listen to 
neither. " He had paid Perry his monthly allowance the 
week before/' he said, " and not another penny should he 
receive from him until the allotted time came round again. 
He had let this extravagance go on too far already, and as 
his guardian he was determined to put an end to it. While 
he was in charge he would do his duty, and then if in after 
years he (Perry) went to ruin, as there seemed to be every 
present likelihood of his doing, he (General Chandler) 
would have nothing with which to blame himself." 

" The old curmudgeon !" cried Perry when he related 
what had occurred to May and Fay. "Wait until I get 
my affairs in my own hands — if I don't pay him off! 
What right has he to dictate about what doesn't belong to 
him? You'd think I was a baby to hear him talk. Ex- 
travagance, indeed! I'll write to my mother this very 
night and tell her how I am treated — see if I don't." 

"Your mother?" said Fay, who had never heard him 
nantion her before. "I thought she was dead." 

" No ; my father is dead, but mother and Nathalie are 
auroad travelling; Nathalie is my sister, three years young- 
er than I am. I used to have good times while ( apa was 
alive and we lived at home in Virginia, but since he died 
and mamma went away, leaving me here with old Chand- 
ler, I Ve had the life of a dog. No use to write to her. 
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either, now I think of it, with any complaints, for she 
wants me to be cap in liand to tlie old gentleman on account 
of his cash. Arthur Chandler won't live very long, and 
then she thinks, as there are no near relatives and my 
father was his dearest friend, he'll make me his heir. But 
if they imagine I'm going to let myself be walked over iu 
this fashion, they're both mistaken. I'll run away first." 

^^And then, when you are half starved and in rags, have 
to come back and promise, like the naughty boy in the 
story, ^ never to do so no more, boo-hoo ! boo-hoo-hoo !' " 
And one would have supposed it was the identical boy 
himself had he heard May's penitent sobs. 

Perry was very angry. It was well for May that she 
was a girl then, he thought. 

Fay, the peacemaker, interposed to restore good-humor. 
"May is only in fun, Perry," she said soothingly, "and 
scolding at your guardian won't help matters. I would ask 
papa, only I know he couldn't spare so much just now, as 
he has had a good many bills to pay lately, and most of his 
patients are so poor he has to treat them free or wait a long 
while for his money." 

" If I hadn't gone and bought that old banjo I should 
have had enough," mourned Perry; "and I don't care a 
cent for it now. It's always the way. I see something, 
and think I can't get along without it, and rush right off 
and buy it ; and then in a day or two I've grown sick of it, 
and all my money's gone, and I have no more until the 
next month. Poor Pierrot ! I wish I hadn't said anything 
about it. He looked so happy !" And Perry sighed. 

" If it were only a little earlier or a little later we could 
go berrying," said Fay. "But the strawberries are gone 
and the blackberries haven't come." 

" You have put me in mind of the very thing," ex- 
claimed Perry. "We will have a fair, like they do in 
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New York when they want to raise money, and we will 
invite all the folks to come, and make it the event of the 
season. Hurrah !" And Perry tossed his straw hat high 
up m the air and caught it again. 

And thus the " Great Charity Fair " was inaugurated. 

Dr. Gilbert gave the free use of his barn for the occa- 
eion, and Perry set at once about arranging the details. 
May and Fay had never been to a fair in their lives, so in 
the pride of his superior knowledge and experience he con- 
stituted himself managcr-in-chief, and appointed the othei 
two " members of the committee." Yet, as the work of 
planning and carrying out went on, it was amusing to note 
how little Perry "managed" in reality, though he had not 
the slightest doubt that he was the whole head and soul of 
the movement. Perry might plan, but it was Fay's taste 
and tact and May's power of invention and executive abi *ty 
that matured the plan into successful accomplishment. 

Such a busy time as they had of it for an entire fort- 
night ! First, the barn had to be swept until not a straw 
remained on the floor. Then the tables were constructed, 
three of them, from boards (a pile of which lay waiting till 
the carpenter was ready to build the new woodshed) placed 
lengthwise on the ends of empty barrels Chloe, the col- 
ored cook at Bellehurst, lent two of her best white table- 
cloths to drape the stalls, and Shrewsy (wonder of wonders !) 
was cajoled by Perry into permitting the use of her second- 
best shawl, which was a true " coat of many colors," to em- 
bellish the art-gallery. Then Perry and Pierrot scoured the 
woods for evergreens and trailing vines, which Fay and May 
fashioned into wreaths and stars and garlands as fast as 
they cculd furnish materials. When a sufficient number 
was completed, Fay, whose superior taste was conceded 
by all, undertook the supervision of afiairs, while Perry, 
mounting a ladder, drove in the nails and suspended tlie 
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greens under her direction ; May and Pierrot nanding them 
up to him as he worked. The doctor had volunteered his 
services for this part of the preparations, but the children 
had declined them, being anxious to do everything them- 
selves, and take their elders by surprise when at length 
they should be bidden to view the finished whole. 

" Now, the next thing is to decide upon the progi-amme," 
«aid Perry after they had stood for some minutes in a group 
admiring to their hearts' content the prettily decorated room. 
" We must have more attractions than the tables, or the 
folks won't come. We must give them the worth of their 
admission-money, and trust them to buy the articles on ex- 
hibition afterward. I think magic-lantern in the evening 
and tableaux in the afternoon will answer. I have lots of 
views and funny pictures, and those will draw the boys, and 
the tableaux will draw the girls. It must be tableaux, you 
see, for we haven't time to get up charades or pieces ; be- 
sides, we might have to take in outsiders to fill up the 
characters, and we don't want to do that. If any of you 
know a good piece already you can speak it, but the main 
feature will be tableaux — that's settled. Then we must have 
a 'Kebekah at the Well,' a 'Lady of the Lake,' an 'Old 
Curiosity-Shop,' a ' Punch and Judy,' and a ' grab-bag.' I 
will show ofi* ' Punch and Judy,' and. May, you had better 
be Kebekah. Cousin Bethiah has promised as much lem- 
onade as we shall want, and you can sell it at a cent a glass. 
Then we need a large bag." 

" We have one to hold rags," said Fay. 

" Well, then, that will do. We must fill it full of knick- 
knacks, each done up in paper, such as little cakes and cara- 
mels and marbles and tops and pin-cushions and needle- 
cases and iron-holders and pen-wipers, and the like." 

"But," said Fay in dismay, "how shall we ever get 
enough things to fill that great bag ?" 
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"Oh, very easily," said Perry with masculine careless* 
ness. " Chloe will furnish the cakes and caramels, and the 
rest of the space will be filled up somehow or other when 
once we begin. Then, as I was saying, we'll hang the bag 
from the ceiling, and when a i>erson wants to take a chance 
we^ll strike it with a long stick and make it whirl round. 
Thei: when it stops he can put in a hand and take whatever 
comes first. We'll charge a cent a grab. For the ^ Old 
Curiosity-Shop ' we must have all manner of queer things. 
They needn't be so really, you know, but we will say that 
they are. I have an old white hat at home I'll pass off as 
Horace Greeley's, and a walking-cane that belonged to Gen- 
eral La Fayette. This little hatchet will do for the one with 
which Washington cut the cherry tree, and my large kite 
for the one which Franklin sent up to catch the lightning. 
I will have a piece of plank from the Mayflower, a screw 
from Napoleon's coffin, the pen with which Jefferson wrote 
the Declaration of Independence, the ^ sword of Bunker 
Hill' (a tin one), William Tell's bow and arrows, a piece 
of the rope that bound Major Andr^, a button from Wel- 
lington's coat, and one of Columbus's maps." 

" Oh, Perry," said Fay seriously, " it would be very wrong 
to deceive the people so." 

" Deceive them ?" laughed Perry. " I haven't the slight- 
est intention to do that, but if people are silly enough to bo 
taken in in that way, they deserve to be made fools of, that's 
all. — Have you such a thing as a tin bath-tub. May ?" 

There was one in the house, but here Shrewsy's authority 
was exerted, and no coaxing could move her. " She wasn't 
agoin' to have it rusted and sp'ilt," she said. " They'd 
already turned the place upside down enough with their 
goin s on. If they wanted a wooden tub, they could have 
it; if not, they might go without." 

It did not answer the purpose nearly a.s well as the bath- 
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tub, inasmuch as it was round when they needed length ; but 
there was no help for it. Filled with water, it represented 
•^ the lake/' One end was screened off by being placed un- 
der cover of a little boat-house, made by placing four chairs 
near 6)gether, seats facing seats, and spreading across the top 
from backs to backs a piece of old drugget. The druggfit 
hung down in front, nearly touching the water in the 1u)>, 
and here Perry cut a square hole large enough to admit of 
his toy scull-boat passing in and out. On the inside end, 
and at the opposite one of the tub, he fastened two little 
pulleys, over which ran a cord attached to the boat. In 
the latter Tiny, a small china doll, was tied securely, so as 
to- sit upright. She was " the lady." When the time came, 
so Perry explained, Fay would conceal herself in the boat- 
house. A bell would be left at the other side of the lake, 
and anybody wanting to call out the lady would ring it. 
At the sound Fay would work the pulleys, and the little 
boat would glide out and over to the other side. A penny 
would be placed in it, and Fay would draw it back, take 
out the penny and replace it with some little article similar 
to those to be provided for the grab-bag, and send it across 
the lake again. 

The others were delighted with this piece of Perry's in- 
genuity, and spent not a little while in testing its perfect 
operation. Only the art-gallery now remained to be fitted 
up. Of course they had no paintings or statuary, but who 
ever heard of a fair without an art-gallery? So once more 
they set their wits to work to supply the deficiency, and 
after much consultation Perry made out the following list, 
which he was to copy over neatly a number of times, and 
hand one to each visitor patronizing this department. The 
left-hand column is as Perry wrote it; the right I have 
added, that you may know to what the several numbers 
end titles referred : 
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Fine-Art Exhibition of the Great Charii'y Fair 



Admission Free! 



No. 1. The Lone Traveller 
" 2. On the Wing . . 
" 3. Sweet Sixteen . . 
" 4. A Study from Nature 
" 5. Relic of the Past 
" 6. Sunlight on the Isles of Greece, 



7. Reflection 

8. An Old-time Mansion 

9. Eve's Temptation 

10. After the Storm 

11. The Herald 



12. Grandfather's Clock 

13. The Forsaken . . 

14. Still Life 

15. Jack and Jill 

16. The Billetdoux . . 



17. A Friend in Need 

18. View of the Wreck 

19. Fair but False . . 

20. The Beacon-Light 



An old shoe. 

A feather. 

Sixteen lumps of sugar. 

An egg, 

A baby-rattle. 

The sun falling on a paii 

of lard. 
A looking-glass. 
A cobweb. 
An apple. 
A dead butterfly. 
Copy of newspaper of that 

name. 
An hour-glass. 
A last year's nest. 
A clam. 

Bootjack and gill measure. 
An old letter tied with 

blue ribbon. 
A palm-leaf fan. 
An old umbrella frame. 
A cucumber. 
A candle. 



" Now, one thing more/' said Perr}% " We must have 
something to be voted for, a cent a vote. I'll put up my 
new Robinson Crusoe for the most popular boy, and I'll get 
Chloe to make a large fruit-cake, frosted on the top, for the 
most popular girl. I'll tell her to put lots of raisins and 
citron in, for it's one of you two will get it, of course.'^ 

"Don't be too sure," said May. "I think it will be 
Daisy Foster." 

The eventful day arrived at last. The barn-door was 
thrown open at two o'clock, but twenty minutes before that 
time au expectant knot of children had gathered, owing to 
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Perry's widespread announcements and glowing advertise^ 
ments, each armed with the required entrance-fee, five cents. 
He himself performed the duties of doorkeeper and usher, 
besides presiding over the sales at the tables and the grab- 
bag ; while May and Fay occupied their appointed places, 
one at the " well," the other at the " lake." The respective 
stalls looked very pretty. Round the edges of the white 
cloths flowering myrtle had been tacked, and in the centre 
of each table stood a vase containing a beautiful bouquet, 
about which the different articles to be disposed of were 
displayed to the best advantage. 

It was surprising how they had managed to procure so 
many in so short a time, but May and Fay had levied on 
all their acquaintances and friends for contributions, besides 
making their own nimble fingers fly in the same good 
cause. There were pin-cushions made with scallop-shells, 
pin-cushions in the form of hearts and boots ; watch-cases, 
whisk broom-cases, match-stands, book-marks, mottoes, and 
fly-castles of perforated board ; cages of wire painted bright 
blue and ornamented with gilt paper and red worsted tas- 
sels, in which a very brilliant bird with red flannel breast 
and black velvet tail and wings swung on a circular perch ; 
pictures framed with straw chips and with varnished pine 
cones and acorns ; and boxes of paper lamplighters in all 
the colors of the rainbow. But the gems of the collection 
were a mantle ornament — a cross on which hung a wreath 
of leaves and grasses, the whole covered with crystallized 
alum, made by Fay — and a set of jackstraws and a pair of 
brackets carved by Charley Cook. These occupied con- 
spicuous positions, and were not ticketed like the rest, but 
were to be given at the close of the fair to the highest bid- 
der. The large frosted cake was also placed in a post of 
honor, and the competition for its possession threatened to 
far outstrip that for the Robinson Qiisoe. 

6 
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In twos and threes tliey came, and by the time the ta- 
bleaux were announced the room was well filled, not only 
with the children, but with the grown-up people — those of 
them who had leisure to spare — including Miss Nisbitt 
and tliree or four of the servants from Bellehurst (who 
had come on Perry's special invitation) and Dr. Gilbert 
and Shrewsy. 

The audience were seated by Perry on chairs and stools 
and upturned boxes and whatever other available accom- 
modations he had been able to lay his hands on. Those 
among the children who had no seats were compelled to 
stand or sit on the floor. Eight in front was a large cur- 
tain of green baize (a well-worn crumb-cloth). Then, bid- 
ding every one to keep perfectly still and watch, he dis- 
appeared. 

In spite of his injunctions, however, there were many 
audible whispers and sighs of impatience before the tink- 
ling of the bell was heard and the curtain rose on the first 
scene. Then all else was forgotten in the interest of the 
moment. 

Framed in, as it were, they saw a forest with tall trees on 
either side. (In reality, large branches cut by Perry and 
the coachman that morning.) In the foreground, where 
the strong light fell full upon them, two children lay on 
the ground, apparently asleep in each other's arms ; while 
spread all over them, with the exception of their heads, 
was a covering of fresh green leaves. In the distance a 
ferocious-looking man with an immense black beard and 
slouched hat was disappearing from view. The children 
looked so lovely in their motionless repose that the specta- 
tors held their breaths in hushed admiration and delight., 
lest they might awaken them ; and it was not until the cur- 
tain fell on the "Babes in the Wood'' that the applause, 
clapping, stamping, and cheering broke forth. 
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It was some little time before the actors were prepared 
for the next, and finding that to many the story connei^ted 
with the unfortunate little brother and sister was unknown, 
Dr. Gilbert related it for their benefit, and so entertained 
(hem with an explanation of that and the following repre- 
sentations that the lengthy breaks in the performance were 
unnoticed. 

" Eip Van Winkle/' in two parts, succeeded the " Balxis 
in the Wood.'' In the first. Perry, as the renowned Rip, 
very ragged and slipshod, stood with a sheepish air listening 
to a scolding from his dame, whom May, in petticoat and 
tucked-up skirt, sleeves rolled high above her elbows, curls 
tightly screwed up in a knot at the back of her head, and 
finger raised threateningly, would have personated to per- 
fection were it not that the feigned scowl sat so comically 
on the bright face. Nap made his d6but in this scene, and 
with tail between his legs and downcast head stood immo- 
vable at his master's feet, as though he throroughly ap})re- 
ciated the spirit of the piece, and feared lest the upraised 
hand of Dame Van Winkle might fall more forcibly than 
pleasantly on his own back. In the companion scene Rip 
had returned to his native village after his twenty years' 
slumber on the mountains, and found himself a stranger in 
a strange land. Perry, attired as before in tatters, but with 
a white wig and a long white beard sweeping his breast, 
stood leaning heavily on his stafi* and gazing in bewilder- 
1 lent about him — at the new inn (a big house with eight 
windows, a door, and numerous chimneys, painted by Perry 
in glaring colors on an old fireboard), the open-mouthed chil- 
dren (Fay and Pierrot) and his unknown daughter Judith, 
who with her baby in her arms (the much-abused Florinda), 
stared with the rest, making game of Ihe odd appearance 
of the old man. 

After this came a picture called *^ Physic" — a mother 
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(Fay) holding a little girl (May) in her lap, while the doo 
tor (Perry) tried to induce her to take some medicine, which 
he held in a spoon to her lips. Perry made a very accept- 
able doctor in a long frock-coat and with a jmir of im- 
mense gold-rimmed spectacles astride his nose. Fay looked 
very matronly, but her little daughter almost obscured her 
from sight, being, if anything, larger than herself. It was 
a great pity there was no artist by to take down the expres- 
sion of May's face as with half-averted countenance she 
regarded with mingled disgust and defiance the obnoxious 
dose. That look was too good to be lost. 

In the next Nap appeared again, as, standing upright on 
his hind feet with his paws on May's shoulder, he tried to 
reach up to the basket which with extended arms she held 
high above her head. The name of this was " Down, Sir !" 
and the curtain fell on it very quickly, for Nap could not 
be expected to keep quiet in such an uncomfortable position 
more than a minute. 

The concluding representation was what Perry called " a 
etatue-picture." They would have liked more striking sub- 
jects, such as fairies and princesses and bandits and knights, 
but their lack of costumes rendered this impossible, and 
obliged them to limit their ambition as amateur performers 
to the means at command. But no accessories could have 
heightened the effect of the " Kneeling Samuel " which now 
greeted the lookers-on. Upon a little footstool knelt Fay, 
her bright curls falling loose over the pure whit-e robe, her 
small hands clasped as in prayer, and the sweet face turned 
upward, though the eyes were closed. So very still she was 
one could indeed have taken her for a marble image, and so 
beautiful and unearthly in the half-fading light that Dr. 
Gilbert felt a sudden pang as he gazed. If he could be 
said to love one of his children an iota more than the 
other, that one was Fay. She was not more delicate in 
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health than May, but she was so quiet, so good, so sweet- 
tempered, so almost faultless as compared with her twin- 
sister, that often the dread presented itself to her father that 
she was one of those children who are only lent to us a little 
while, then taken home before the sin and sorrow of earth 
have clouded their angel nature. It was this thought which 
chased the smile from his lips now and made him feel a 
sense of relief when the curtain fell. 

It was to rise again, however — this time on Perry as a 
Yankee peddler with his pack ; and the droll manner in 
which he acted out the character and the nasal drawl of 
the words — 

"I'm a peddler, Fm a peddler, 
Fra a peddler from O^nnecticut; 
Fm a peddler, Fm a peddler; 

Don't you want to buy? 
Many goods have I in store, sir; 
Listen while I name them o'er, sir, 
Finer goods than e'er you saw before, sir ; 

Listen while I name them o'er," 

followed by an enumeration of almost every article use- 
ful or otherwise under the sun — elicited shouts of mer- 
riment. 

May succeeded him with the doleful ditty of the " Wid- 
der Green," and in a skirt of Shrewsy's which formed a 
train on /ler, long mittens, and poke-bonnet, she looked so 
prim, and she sniffed behind her handkerchief so naturally 
and minced and coquetted so like a real " widder '^ of that 
description, that she brought down the house. May always 
chose a humorous selection. Fay a pathetic, and the per- 
formances closed with Tennyson's beautiful little " Cradle- 
song,'' sung by the latter. Seated in her little rocking-chair, 
with Florinda tenderly clasped in her arms, she hushed her 
to sleep to the music of the words : 

6* E 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



66 DB, GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

''Sweet and low, sweet and low, 

Wind of the western sea ; 

Low, low, breathe and blow — 

Wind of the western sea I 
Over the rolling waters go. 
Come from the dying moon, and blow — 
Blow him again to me. 
While my little one, while my pretty one, dleeps. 

"Sleep and rest, sleep and rest; 
Father will come to thee soon; 
Rest, rest, on mother's breast; 

Father will come to thee soon. 
Father will come to his babe in the nest, 
Silver sails all out of the west. 
Under the silver moon; 
Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep." 

There was a moment's silence when the clear, low tones 
ceased, and then the applause began. Such a racket ! It 
was a wonder that the roof wasn't raised, but, strangely 
enough, it kept its place, though the chickens and pigeons 
roosting in the loft flew out of the windows in alarm. Steve 
Granger came forward and presented Fay with a monstrous 
nosegay of pinks, geraniums, heliotrope, and mignonette, 
while his brother, more bashful, only ventured to throw the 
one he had brought at May's feet. That is to say, he meant 
to throw it there, but on its passage it accidentally hit Miss 
Bascobee on the head, nearly knocking off her bonnet. She 
turned in haste to discover the offender, but Aleck had I'e- 
tired to hide his confusion outside the door, where May sul>- 
sequently found him, and made amends for all by the hearti- 
ness of her thanks and pleased appreciation of his gift. 

It was now six o'clock, and the performances were sus- 
pended until seven, when the fair would be reopened, to 
finally close at nine. This was done in order to give those 
who had been at work in the mill a chance to come, and 
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also to permit Perry's magic-lantern slides — or, as he styled 
them, " stereoptic views "— to be exhibited to greater advan- 
tage than could be done in the daytime. 

The children repaired to the house to eat a hasty supper. 
Perry once again receiving an invitation to make one at the 
feast of brown bread and milk; but before they separated 
he took the opportunity of introducing his friends to Miss 
Nisbitt. Cousin Bethiah, with a quiet smile lurking round 
the corners of her mouth, shook hands with Shrewsy and 
expressed her pleasure at meeting her. Then she turned to 
May and Fay and kissed them, saying she had heard so 
much about them in the last few weeks that she seemed to 
have known them all their lives ; and her gentle voice and 
manner won their hearts at once. 

"And canst this little nightingale tune other notes as 
well as the ones she did to-day ?'' she inquired, smiling at 
Fay, whose hand she still retained. 

" Yes, ma'am," said Fay, timidly ; " I think I can.'* 

" Well, then, thee must give me a rare pleasure at some 
near day, and not me alone, but also my cousins, at Belle- 
hurst. Thou art willing, art thou not?'' 

" Yes, ma'am ; but," hesitating, " may May come too ?" 

" Certainly. When I speak to thee I include thy sister 
also. We may not seek to sepamte the Siamese Twins," 
patting a cheek of each. " Then when I send my squire 
here after thee, thou wilt be in readiness to accompany 
him ?" laying her hand on Perry's shoulder and addressing 
by her glance both little girls, though she spoke in the 
singular. 

" Oh yes, ma'am," both replied, eagerly. 

" ' Oh yes, ma'am,' " mimicked Perry, " if it isn't the day 
they go to see the aunties." 

"I will take care not to send on that day," she said, 
lightly touching Perry's lips with her fingers. " Now fare- 
Digitized by VjOOQIC 



t>8 BE. GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

well ; I must be going," pressing a kiss once more on the 
children's brows. Then, as she stepped into the little bas- 
ket phaeton in waiting, "I will bid tw^o dollars on thy 
cross, my dear, and if no one surpasses me in an oflfer, do 
thou take charge of it for me until I can claim it. I fear 
to trust so delicate a piece of workmanship to heedless 
hands,'' nodding and laughing at Perry. Then the light 
carriage drove off, leaving the children already deeply in 
love with the dear old Quaker lady. 

It would take too much time and space to give a full 
account of the closing hours of the fair. Suffice it to say, 
there was a goodly attendance, many of the afternoon 
patrons appearing again. The barn was lighted by twelve 
Chinese lanterns which had remained to Perry since the 
last Fourth of July. The Punch-and-Judy show and 
magic-lantern were complete successes. The green curtain 
had been replaced by a sheet, on which Perry's views came 
out in strong relief. The ones which evoked the greatest 
signs of approbation were a man whose red nose grew long 
and short at will, and a woman spinning at a wheel which 
flew round and round with marvellous rapidity. These 
had to be repeated at the end amidst loud encores. 

The voting for the cake had been spirited, and just before 
the close Daisy Foster stood first, May second, and Fay 
third for the prize. May was five votes behind Daisy, and 
it would have been lost to her, to the great chagrin of 
Perry, who had not a cent to expend in the cause, when, 
just as the name of the victor was about to be proclaime<l, 
Aleck Granger threw in ten votes for May, deciding the 
contest in her favor. Daisy was thereupon inclined to feel 
very much slighted and injured, but May immediately, 
in presence of everybody, cut the cake exactly in two 
and presented Daisy with half, saying it was fairly hers ; 
and in the face of such unselfish generosity Daisy's mo- 
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mentary anger and envy melted like snow-flakes before 
the sun. 

Charley Cook got the Crusoe on eight votes, having r^o 
formidable rival, and the carved brackets went to Dr. Gil- 
bert for fifty cents, and the jackstraws to Steve Granger for 
twenty-five. There were only a few pen-wipers, book- 
marks, and pin-cushions remaining unsold, and Shrewsy 
purchased the lot for fifteen cents, saying, " Goodness only 
knows what I'll do with ^em, but so long as it is for any 
reasonable purpose, it is as well to make a clean finish 
of it." 

Then, with three cheers and a tiger for the manager, his 
assistants, and the beneficiary of the fair, the gathering pre- 
pared to depart. Perry detained the visitors for a moment, 
however, and in a neat little address returned his thanks 
and those of his associates for their kind aid and sympathy, 
and announced the net results as five dollars and sixty-four 
cents. 

There was more cheering at this good news, and then 
they dispersed, feeling that they had had a full equivalent 
for their outlay. 

The next week Pierrot, well equipped, started on his 
career as a merchant, in which line he prospered so greatly 
that he bade fair before long to establish a flourishing trade, 
had not his hopes and prospects been suddenly dashed to 
the ground by an event of which we will speak hereafter. 
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BELLEHURST, 

THAT first day at Bellehurst! Long years afterward 
May and Fay looked back upon it as the brightest 
memory of their childhood. Not that it stood alone in its 
record of delights — there were many more such to follow — ■ 
but it was the opening glimpse of an enchanted land, the 
portal, to them, of Aladdin^s palace. 

It was on a Saturday that Miss Nisbitt sent with a request 
to the doctor for his little daughters' company during the 
entire day, and if he had had the slightest idea of refusing, 
it must have been put to flight by the eager, joyous faces 
lifted to his for his consent. Shrewsy was all in a flutter. 
Brown gingham would never do for such a state occasion ; 
so the Sunday frocks, white dimity, with little posies scat- 
tered here and there over the surface, something in the style 
of the Dolly Varden costume, were brought out and put on, 
Shrewsy persistently ignoring the visions of ruin and de- 
struction to the much-prized fabric which would arise before 
her mind's eye. Then the long curls were confined with 
bows of pink ribbon, the best sun-bonnets (the ones with 
the ruffled borders) tied on, and they were ready to depart 
with Perry. 

"Stand still a minute," he exclaimed. "You are all 
mixed up. There are no tears or tangles to go by now. 
Don't speak or move, and let me see if I can tell which ia 
which." 

70 
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They complied, and Perry walked backward and forwaiJ 
in front of them, seemingly greatly perplexed, and critically 
surveyed them from every point of view. 

" This is Fay," he said at last, pointing to the one nearest 
him ; " I know her by her expression." 

A ringing laugh from both greeted his decision. "J 
knew I could trick you," said May, for it was she whom 
he had indicated. "I pulled down the corners of my 
mouth like Fay on purpose. You will always be 
caught if you judge by expression, for I can assume any 
1 choose. Look!" She made a frightful grimace, tlien 
puckered her mouth and brows as if about to cry, then 
compressed the one and elevated the other to express in- 
tense surprise, and wound up with a look of supercilious 
contempt that must have withered its object had it fallen 
on an offender. 

" Upon my word. May," said Perry, " you are quite ac- 
complished ! You put me in mind of those rubber faces 
which one can contort into every possible shape. What a 
public-school teacher you would make ! You know they^re 
not allowed to whip the children, and so they strike terror 
into them by their looks and manner. You can tell b, 
teacher anywhere you meet her by the way she rolls her 
eyes and a certain ' IVe-forgotten-more-than-ever-you- 
leamt' air." 

" Poor things !" said May. " It must be dreadful to have 
to keep making ^ eyes ' at the scholars all the time. No 
wonder their faces get to stay so. I should never teach 
unless I were very poor, and then I wouldn^t have any- 
body over me, but would open a school of my own. I 
wouldn't coop the children up in a close room, but would 
hear them recite out under the trees. I'd let them count 
dandelions and clover-blossoms for sums in addition, and 
pick great mellow peaches and plums to learn subtraction, 
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and kiss me over and over again to learn multiplication* 
And Fd teach them to write on the sand with a pointed 
stick, and, instead of making them read in those tiresome 
primers, I'd take one upon my lap and gather the rest 
about me, and I'd tell them tlie loveliest stories I could 
tliink of." 

" Pd like to go to your school. May," said Perry — " if 
it were always summer." 

" May's theory of school-keeping sounds very pleasant," 
said the doctor, smiling, "but I'm afraid it would come 
under the head of the old saying, ' Too sweet to be whole- 
some.' I, for one, should prefer to send my children where 
a little more rule and method were observed. I believe in 
^ moral suasion ' as a general thing, but there are occasions 
when an application of the ^ oil of birch ' is indispensable. — 
But run oflF, chicks, or your day will be half over before 
you go." 

" Don't forget to keep your bonnets on in the sun, and 
don't touch any apples or green fruit to get the cholera, and 
take care and don't tumble into the creek, and look out at 
the railroad-crossing," screamed Shrewsy after them from 
the door-way. 

" We won't forget, and we won't touch, and we'll take 
care, and we'll look out," answered May, waving her hand 
back at her. 

If Shrewsy had only known, she would have put her 
warning about the railroad-crossing in another and stronger 
form. There were only seven or eight trains to and from 
the city daily, and their hours were well known, so that there 
was little danger in merely crossing the track. But May's ad- 
venturous spirit had long ago discovered a shorter and more 
exhilarating route than the path through the fields, though 
this knowledge never was hinted at at home. Over the 
creek, in this place at its widest, was a trestle-bridge about 
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Bixty feet in length. Across this bridge the track was laid, 
and as it was not intended for foot-passengers, there was 
only space enough for two trains to pass each other, while 
the ties that formed the flooring were quite a distance apart, 
showing the surging water below, with here and there 
sharp projecting rocks and stones lurking treacherously 
beneath its surface. It was an apparently risky under- 
taking for a man with clear head, steady nerves, and a thor- 
ough acquaintance with the time-table to attempt to cross ; 
but for giddy children it was hazardous in the extreme, and 
would have made Dr. Gilbert^s hair stand on end had he 
dreamt of it. But this double danger of being drowned or 
run over was only a greater incentive to daring May, and 
her proposition to go by way of the bridge was warmly 
seconded by Perry. Between them they silenced Fay's 
faint objections. 

"I will take one hand, Fay, and May the other, and 
we'll all step together. There !" as they reached the other 
end. " Now let us turn back and do it over again, and 
then you'll be ready to laugh at the thought of having 
been afraid." But no persuasions could induce Fay to 
recross the perilous footpath ; so Perry and May ran to 
and fro two or three times to assure her of their courage- 
ousness, and to demonstrate the perfect ease and security 
of the act, while at the same time they indulged themselves 
in this new-found sport. 

Owing to this play by the way, the sun was very hot 
when they reached Bellehurst and passed through the great 
iron gates at the entrance to the park. A winding avenue 
led up to the house, with a sloping lawn studded with oaks 
and elms and sweeping willows on either side. The grass 
on the lawn was as close-cut and smooth as velvet, and as 
they neared the house terraces surmounted with parterres 
of flowers ix)se one above another. Violets, carnations^ 
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chrysanthemums, lobelias, hyacinths, phlox, lilies, roses of 
every tint, were there, filling the air with their mingled 
perfume. In front of the long windows, which opened 
from the ground, were two fountains. The water in the 
basins was full of goldfishes, and silver balls were tossed 
up and down on the jets of spray. Two marble vases 
filled with flowers stood at the bottom of the broad steps, 
and a marble balustrade ran all around the piazza. On this 
balustrade a peacock sat proudly, turning his head and 
trying to get a sight of his outspread plumage in the 
drawing-room window. 

May and Fay held back, overawed by all this grandeur, 
but Perry drew them up the steps and into the wide hall, 
which ran from front to back, with arched doors opening 
on the right and left, calling loudly for " Cousin Bethiah !'' 
and peeping into the diifereiit rooms as he went along. 

" Where can she be ?'' he said, as there was no response. 
" With Arthur, I dare say. That door there,'' pointing to 
one at the lower end of the hall, " leads to his apartments. 
He has the whole wing to himself — a studio, a dressing- 
room, and a bedroom (he can't go up and down stairs, you 
know) — and nobody's ever allowed in except his father and 
Cousin Bethiah ; not even me. He's painting a beautiful 
window, a memorial for his mother and the rest that died, 
and I'd give anything to see it ; they say it's grand. I've 
asked him to let me more than once, but he always says, 
' No^ you would be sure to meddle and upset things.' I don't 
see how I could meddle by merely going in and taking a 
l^ok and coming out again, do you ? I'll fetch you up to 
Cousin Bethiah's room to leave your, bonnets, and then I'll 
show you all over the place." 

Cousin Bethiah's room was in the second story, and 
thither Perry conducted them. All its appointments were 
very plain and simple, but if one could have read May's and 
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Fay's minds as they looked around, one thought would have 
been found in both, " If ever I have the fixing of a room 
of my own, I will make it like this." The walls were pure 
white, with a delicate tracery of blue fresco where they 
joined the ceiling. The carpet was light gray, with a blue 
border. The furniture was a cottage set, and matched the 
prevailing colors of the room. Dotted muslin curtains tied 
back with blue ribbon shaded the windows, and the toilet 
set on the dressing-table was of the same color. A wri- 
ting-desk stood in one window, a table with a work-basket 
and some books in the other, and on the mantel was a slen- 
der jug of curious form and device, filled with purple and 
white lilacs and honeysuckles. A few pictures in gilt frames 
hung upon the walls, and Fay had just recognized an old 
friend in the " First Easter Dawn " when a light step was 
heard, and Miss Nisbitt herself entered the room. 

"Ah, truants!" she said, holding out her hands to Fay 
and May, " I had almost given up the hope of seeing you 
until I heard you w^ere here. Are you quite well ?" 

" Yes, ma'am, thank you," answered Fay, " and I'm sorry 
if you expected us sooner. We didn't think when we loi- 
tered a little," including herself in an apology for what had 
been no fault of hers. 

"Ah, well!" replied Cousin Bethiah, stroking the hair 
fondly hack from her forehead (she had already taken Fay 
to her heart for a strong resemblance in voice and manner 
to a little sister of her own passed away over thirty years 
ago), " I had looked forward to your coming with agreeable 
anticipation, and when we wait for a promised gratification 
every minute seems an hour. How do you like my room ?" 
looking from one to the other. 

" Oh, it's lovely !" said May enthusiastically, while Fay 
echoed her opinion by a smile that spoke as much as words. 

" Well, now we will repair to the dining-room and have 
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some luncheon — ^you must all be tired and hungry after 
your long walk — ^and then I will hand you over to your 
friend Perry here, to be entertained until this ailemoon, 
when we will have our little concert." 

May felt stiff and uncomfortable when she found herself 
seated in a high-backed oaken chair at the stately dining- 
table, which, large enough to accommodate a dozen persons, 
stretched away in dreary length from the four at its end. 
The attentions of the tall waiter confused her ; she passed 
her plate to the right when she should have passed it to 
the left; said "No, sir," for "Yes, ma'am," and "K you 
please," when she had had sufficient; then blushed vio- 
lently lest they should think she knew no better, and only 
regained her sense of composure when the attendant was 
dismissed. Fay, on the contrary, was quite in her element, 
and conducted herself with the greatest propriety and ease. 
Luxurious surroundings seeii>ed a second nature to her, and 
her exceeding fastidiousness even in trifles had caused her 
father much anxiety for her happiness should her future 
station in life be an humble one. 

" Now," said Perry when they withdrew from the dining- 
room, " we will go out to the stables first, and see Linda and 
her babies. IVe named mine Dandy — he's such a hand- 
some little rogue — and you must christen yours. Pd call 
him Dexter if I were you, he's so spry." 

" Oh," said May, " I couldn't think of what you were 
talking when you said babies in the stable. We've decided 
on a name long ago — Caper." 

"Caper? That's good, and it's uncommon too. Yes, 
that will do much better than the other. Here they are !" 
as, having pushed open the door, he whistled cheerily and 
the three little animals came scampering towtu^d hiio. 
"There! this one is yours; this is Caper. Isn*t he a 
beauty?" 
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Some time was passed in caressing and fondling the 
pets; then the other occupants of tlie place were each in 
turn petted and fed with fresh carrots, for which they 
evinced a great partiality. 

"This is Nabob, Arthur's horse," said Perry as they 
can.e to the last, a magnificent chestnut, whose fiery eye 
and restless movements wanied them to keep at a safe dis- 
tance. " He's rather fresh, you see, because he's never rid- 
den. General Chandler wouldn't sell him on any account, 
because Arthur thought so much of him, and nobody else 
dares to mount him. So he's getting as wild as a mus- 
tang." 

From the stables they went through the pleasure-grounds 
down to the lake. There were swans here, beautiful long- 
necked creatures that came right up to the water's edge and 
allowed themselves to be stroked by the children. There 
was a boat also, moored to a stake — a boat in the form of a 
Venetian gondola, with a little cabin and silken hangings. 
Perry would have liked to have taken them out in it, but 
this was strictly forbidden by his guardian unless with his 
special permission. 

Then back again to the house, through which they wan- 
dered, inspecting every nook and cranny, except, of course, 
that prohibited wing where the young master of all these 
vast possessions shut himself in with his bitterness and 
gloom. There was a life-size oil painting of him in one 
of the rooms, taken when he was about seven years old — 
a beautiful boy, leaning on his elbow on a mossy bank, as 
though, weary with play (a hoop and stick lay at his side), 
he had thrown himself down for a moment's rest. Yet 
even in his attitude of repose there was something that 
spoke of life and energy in the careless posture of the 
limbs and the self-reliant pose of the head. The eyes were 
dark and earnest, and it seemed to May, who was partic' 
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ularly fascinated by the picture, that they followed her 
wherever she moved through the room with their laugh- 
ing gaze. 

"Does he look anything like that nowf she asked, 
coming back and standing before it for the twentieth 
time. 

" Not a bit, and yet he does. The eyes are the same, 
only they have a look in them I can't explain — so hopeless 
like, and desperate, and tired of life all together. Then 
he's thin and pale, and his hair is quite gray, though he is 
only twenty-four. Cousin Bethiah says it began to grow 
that way from the time he heard he could never get better. 
Why, May, you aren't crying, are you ?" 

" No," said May, quickly dashing away a tear that threat- 
ened to fall, " but I am so sorry for him ! I wish I could 
make him happy.'' 

V "Nobody could do that unless they could make him 
well." 

"Yes they could," insisted May. "There are people 
who are well and have everything heart could wish for, 
and yet they are not happy ; and there are others who have 
to bear poverty and suffering all their lives, yet are cheerful 
and content." 

" Because they Ve never known anything different,'' said 
Perry. 

" It isn't that." 

"What is it, then?" 

" You wouldn't understand if I told you." 

*- Yes, I would. What?" 

But May was silent, and though he teased her for an 
answer, he could not induce her to give him one. 

Their examination of the house ended with Perry's 
"workshop" in the attic. Here he had a regular carpen- 
ter's bench and set of tools, and outside was pasted a notice : 
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« Jobbing of All Kinds to Order/' But when the " order " 
came Perry was seldom ready to execute it, and the hinge 
might have dropped off for need of a screw, or the laundry- 
door never closed tightly for want of a little planing, if 
there had not been a more reliable "jobber'' within easy 
call. 

May's attention was attracted by a rusty anchor in the 
corner and a model of a full-rigged schooner on the top of 
a chest of drawers. 

" Would you like to go to sea, Perry ?" she asked. 

" Yes, indeed. I mean to go all around the world in ray 
yacht. It must be a jolly thing to be the duke of Edin- 
burgh, admiral of a fleet." 

" Why don't you go to the Naval Academy when you're 
through school, and perhaps you might be an admiral some 
day too?" 

"Jfe f Oh no— not that kind of an admiral, at any rate. 
The duke never has to do anything or to run into any dan- 
ger. He has the honors without the hardships. ThaCa what 
I envy him for, and he's not the sailor, but the prince, any- 
how. A fellow that goes into our navy has to begin at the 
beginning, you see, and he has to submit to be snubbed and 
ordered about by all the plebeian crew that happen to be a 
step above him (I'm like you. May ; I don't want anybody 
over me) ; and then if he should get to the head, what is 
it ? Merely a position in which he has to engage in the 
thickest of the fight if there is war, and if he is defeated 
he is removed from his command, and if he is victorious 
Congress gets jealous and removes him all the same, as some 
officers were served in the rebellion. And he's nothing 
but a sailor — ^a common servant to the government, a hire- 
ling at the best. There is no glory or honor to be got in 
a republic, where every hod-carrier is the equal of tlie Pres- 
ident. I'm going to Harvard College when I leave school ; 
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and I'd go to Oxford University, England, only my patriotio 
guardian would never agree to it." 

" Perry McLaren, you are a mean traitor, a — ' 

It is impossible to say to what lengths of language May's 
indignation might have carried her had not Jane put in her 
liead at that moment to say that Miss NLsbitt wanted them 
in the drawing-room. 

There was an elderly gentleman lying on the lounge as 
they entered, who, from his haughty bearing and military 
mien, they knew at once must be General Chandler. 

" This is the little maiden that I told thee of, Lucius," 
said Cousin Bethiah, drawing Fay to her side, " and this is 
her sister May." 

He regarded them with a keen glance from under his 
heavy brows, but did not speak. 

" Now, my dear, thou wilt sing a little to us, wilt thou 
not? Yonder is the piano ready opened." She motioned 
the others to seats. 

May looked round. The only chairs near were of richly- 
embroidered yellow satin with reclining backs, and she 
hesitated to take any of them. So she stood irresolute 
until Perry beckoned her to a tdte-^-t^te of which he had 
taken possession in one of the alcoves. Then she went and 
sat down by his side. 

"I shouldn't be able to utter a word with that dis- 
agreeable old gentleman watching me so," she thought; 
" I should choke." And she wondered at her sister's quiet 
solf-possession as she turned on the stool and inquirefl^ 
' What shall I sing, ma'am ?" 

" We will leave that to thine own discretion," responded 
Miss Nisbitt, "though I should much like to hear ^ Sweet 
and Low' again." 

Fay began, and though at first the notes were rather 
tremulous, they grew stronger as she went on, and before 
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the close of the song she had forgotten everything else in 
the real pleasure she always felt while singing, and her 
enjoyment of the rich tones which her hand drew froiu 
the instrument, so different to the antiquated concern at 
home. 

" That is very well,'' said a voice from the lounge wlien 
she had concluded, though the speaker neither moved nor 
took his hand from over his eyes. "Sing something 
more." 

" He might say ^ Please,' " inwardly commented May. 

Then Fay sang "The Harp that once through Tara's 
Halls," "When the Flowing Tide comes in," and "The 
Land o' the Leal," rising at the close of the last and going 
back to her station at Miss Nisbitt's knee. 

" Come here," said General Chandler, not unkindly, sit- 
ting up and holding out his hand. Fay went. "Who 
taught you to sing and play, child?" 

" Mamma first, sir, and now I take a lesson once a week 
from Betsey Cox at Bayford. She doesn't know very much 
about music, but she went to boarding-school a couple of 
terms, and papa says while there is no better she must do 
to teach us the rudiments." 

"A voice of unusual compass and quality," soliloquized 
the general, " and an undoubted talent for instrumental 
music. — Who did you say is the father, Bethiah ?" 

" Dr. Gilbert, near Checkerville," answered Miss Nisbitt. 

" Ah ! poor as most country physicians, I suppose." 
May's eyes flashed, but the general was not observing 
her. "It were a pity the child should have no advan- 
tages. Bethiah, you used to be a tolerable performer; 
what would you say to take her in hand for a time? 
You could train her voice likewise, and tell her when 
she made a mistake — couldn't you, eh?" 

" I have no objections," answered Miss Nisbitt, smiling ; 
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" and I presume I might be a little improvement on Betsey 
Cox. — What would Fay herself think of such an arrange- 
ment?' 

But Fay's delight at the prospect was too great for words. 
" Oh, sir ! — oh, Miss Nisbitt !" was all she could articulate, 
catching her breath ; but they understood, and the general 
seemed satisfied. 

" It^s settled, then,'' he said decidedly. But it was not 
settled until a coui>le of days later, when Miss Nisbitt in 
person called on the doctor and presented the matter in 
such a light and urged it so strenuously that he felt it 
would be foolish pride to refuse, and thus stand in the way 
of his daughter's advancement ; so he thankfully accepted 
her kind offer, and Fay was formally enrolled as Cousin 
Bethiah's pupil. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
IN THE STUDIO. 

FROM three to five on Tuesday and Friday afternoons 
were the appointed lesson-hours, and Fay was always 
accompanied by May in her visits to Bellehurst — partly for 
sake of company in her walks thither and back, partly be- 
cause the two were inseparable, and partly because Perry 
was so anxious for her companionship. He had made no 
further acquaintances in the neighborhood, and Cousin 
Bethiah, sympathizing with the dull life really led by the 
boy in the great silent house with its almost equally silent 
inmates, encouraged as much as possible his intimacy with 
the only attainable associates near his own age and tastes. 
He had gro^vn very much attached to both — more so than he 
would probably have done under other circumstances, but, 
being thrown •so constantly together, he began to regard 
them much in the same light that he did his sister Nathalie. 
Only, May and Fay were infinitely better playmates than 
Nathalie, who was younger, and a timid, shrinking little 
creature, never happy unless under her mother's wing. 
May and Fay, on the contrary, were almost as good com- 
panions as boys. That is. Fay might be if she wished, only 
she was too squeamish and precise and proper. She was 
always thinking what people would ^' say " and how things 
would " look." But May never held back from such con* 
siderations. She could shoot an " agate " in as scientific a 
manner as Perry himself, or spin a top, or handle a battle- 
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dore, or skim a pebble aciross the smooth surface of the lake 
to form " ducks and drakes " in the circling ripples. She 
understood all the points in cricket and football, and could 
discuss them as intelligently as one of the " first eleven ;'* 
she could play at "hare and hounds;" and in games zi 
dominoes, checkers, and cribbage Perry was generally worst- 
ed by her. 

They had selected a corner of the orchard back of the 
house as the pleasantest of all retreats, and here they spent 
the interval while Fay was with Miss Nisbitt. Sometimes 
they engaged in some of the aforesaid pastimes ; sometimes 
they asked each other riddles and conundrums ; sometimes 
they only talked and laughed over their own conceits ; but 
everything for a while went smoothly, until one day May, 
who had a very strong will of her own, and who found 
Perry not quite so willing to give up to her in everything 
as Fay, grew impatient of Lis dictatorial bearing, and cast 
about for some more congenial mode of entertainment than 
disputing. When Fay was by it was different, but when 
these two were alone together they could seldom long agree. 
The discovery of two shelves in the library especially de- 
voted to tales of travel and adventure, and MLss Nisbitt's 
free permission to use them, formed a solution of the prob- 
lem. Henceforth the two hours passed like a dream while 
May traversed the wilds of Africa with Du Chaillu or 
joined in the expeditions that braved the perils of the ice- 
clad polar regions in search of a North-west passage. In 
vain Perry argued and angrily expostulated; May heard 
him not. In vain he hid the book ; she did not lose her 
temper, but quietly procured another. 

" I don't think it is very good-breeding for you to please 
yourself when you are a guest in another person's house, 
May," taunted Perry. 

"And I don't think it is very good-breeding for a host 
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to try and cbmpel his guest to do just as he pleases," retort- 
ed May. 

Whereupon Perry departed in high dudgeon, and, equip- 
ping himself with a fishing-rod, sat out tlie rest of the 
afternoon on the bank of the creek waiting for a bite that 
didn't come. 

For two consecutive lesson-days he absented himself; 
then, on the third, met May and Fay on their arrival with 
a smiling greeting, and, taking a volume of Mayne Reid's 
Deseii, Home from the bookcase, went with May to the 
orchard, where, having conveniently arranged four camp- 
stools, two for their feet and two to sit on, he began its 
perusal, and soon grew so entranced with the narrative that 
he was as much surprised as she when Fay came to join 
them. After this little disagreement and JPerry's amends 
there were no more squabbles, and the twain were better 
friends than ever. 

From their first taking possession of the orchard they 
had been objects of interest and close observation — all un- 
consciously to themselves — ^to one who found in their fresh 
young faces and ringing voices, their numerous sources of 
amusement and spirited dialogues, a refreshing rest for tired 
eyes and a brief forgetfulness from torturing thoughts. It 
had escaped Perry that one of the windows of Arthur's 
apartments immediately overlooked the spot they had 
chosen to frequent : if he had been aware of it, he would 
have given the place a wide berth, for fear of disturbing 
him, and thus incurring General Chandler's deep displeas- 
ure. But Arthur was not disturbed. At first drawn to 
the window in a rather irritated mood as his sanctuary was 
invaded by loud cries and remonstrances, he remained an 
interested spectator of the scene enacting beneath him. 
Perry, in thoughtlessness, had shied a stone at one of the 
tiny sparrows nesting in numbers amidst the trees, and bis 
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too certain aim had brought it to the ground with a broken 
leg and wing. Sorry for what he had done, he could see 
nothing better than to kill it at once and put it out of pain. 
It was this that occasioned tender-hearted May's distress. 

"Oh, Perry! how could you?" she cried. — "Oh, the 
poor, poor little darling!" trying to still its wailing by 
holding it on one hand and gently pressing the other over 
its ruffled feathers. " It will never fly again ! — Oh, Perry !" 

" I didn't mean it," said Perry, contritely enough, as he 
glanced sideways from the wounded bird to her reproachful 
face. " Let me kill it. May ; it will be only a minute, and 
it is best. Life is over for it as it is." 

" Yes," said May thoughtfully ; " it can never be like 
the rest. Most of the pleasure of living is over for it, but 
life itself remains, and life is sweet. I will carry it in to 
Miss Nisbitt and ask her to splinter its leg, and then we 
will place it in a little box filled with cotton, where the 
other birds can get at it to feed it. Even if it can only hop 
about, even if it can never do that, but only chirp, it would 
prefer to live, to enjoy the soft air and sunshine and watch 
the others, though it can never be one with them, rather 
than be deprived of existence. You know, unlike us, 
Perry, this life is its all, and I could never bear to think 
it was taken by your hand. Perhaps it may yet be very 
happy, and cheer Chloe by chirping in the kitchen in the 
winter, when all the other birds have gone." 

The influence of May's little sermon on her unseen lis- 
i .ner was greater than he himself imagined at the time, 
and Perry's foot was never afterward lifted to crush a worm 
or his hand raised to strike down a living thing that May's 
words would not again sound in his ears : " I could not 
bear to think that the life you could never give was taken 
oy your hand ;" and the foot would fall harmlessly and the 
hand drop by his side. 
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After this Arthur's ])encil was frequently laid aside or 
the brush allowed to rest on the palette while he watched 
the children out under the trees. He learned to know the 
special days and hours they would be there, and to feel 
pleased at their coming. Who May was he had not felt 
sufficiently curious to inquire, but supposed she was the 
child for whom his father and Cousin Bethiah had con- 
ceived such a sudden fancy. He noticed the change when 
May was seized with her reading-mania, and missed the 
merry voices and romping games. Then, by degrees, he 
began to study the girlish face and form more attentively 
as she pored over her book, and to note the lights and 
shades that flitted over her countenance as she read. All 
at once, as it were, his artistic perceptions were startled by 
a new revelation, and a resolution was instantly formed 
which he lost no time in carrying into effect. 

May had been sent up to Miss Nisbitt's room to restore a 
paper-knife to its place in her desk, and, passing down the 
stairs again, she saw the library-door ajar. She rarely 
passed it by without yielding to an impulse to take just 
one peep at the picture she so much admired, and she did 
not now. Slipping in, she stood for a moment gazing 
intently at the dark eyes that looked straight down into 
hers, almost expecting to see the rosy lips part and speak 
to her, so lifelike was the appearance. 

There was a slight movement behind her, and, thinking 
Perry had come in softly over the thick carpet, she said, 
without looking round, " I don't wonder that his father is 
stern and silent ; it must be because he is grieved to see 
him so wretched. I know if anything is the matter with 
us papa feels worse than we do ; and when I jammed my 
hand in the gate and my thumb-nail was half torn off, I 
used to have to make believe to laugh when I should have 
liked to scream with the pain, ho felt so badly about it* 
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That's how I meant he could still be happy — ^by trying to 
make his father and others happy. Then, by and by, he 
would become so himself, because he couldn't help it. 
Don't you see?" 

"No." 

The sharp, emphatic negative in an unknown masculine 
voice caused May to turn her head quickly. Then, in her 
confusion, she could have wished the floor to open and let 
her through, for the only mode of egress was barred by the 
great wheeled chair, whose occupant had heard every word 
she had uttered. 

" You seem to know all concerning me quite well," he 
said ironically, but the voice was so musical it was pleasant 
to listen to it. 

" Perry told me," faltered May. 

"One would think Perry might find more interesting 
topics of conversation," with a shade of annoyance. 

"All he ever said," defended May, " was that you were — 
were taken ill three years ago, and that you shut yourself 
up from every one, and were very sad ; and he said you 
could paint and were a splendid musician, and General 
Chandler always did what you asked him to; and he 
showed me your horse. That was all, I think." And 
May knit her brows, trying to recollect if she had omitted 
any item. 

Mr. Arthur laughed. The sound startled himself as 
much as May — who could see no apparent cause for it — it 
was so long since he had heard the echo of his own merri- 
ment. 

"And you would advise me to try a new prescription for 
a heavy heart?" fixing his brilliant dark eyes full on hers. 
If their portrayed semblance on canvas had power to it- 
tract and magneiize May, these living, searching, soul-lit 
eyes had a tenfold power. There was no withdrawing 
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from or eluding them, and May thought she could tell 
they were reading her through and through, even were she 
not compelled to meet their steady gaze. 

He did not wait for her to reply to his query, but went 
on in a lighter tone : " Perry told you I was an artist, did 
he? Well, some time ago I commenced a work which I 
was obliged to abandon when half completed for want of 
a suitable model. I am now very anxious to take it up 
again, for I have unexpectedly found the very face I 
desired — ^yours! I wonder upon what terms you would 
enter into an engagement to sit for me?'^ quizzingly. 

"^ Terms?"' repeated May, as though she did not quite 
understand. " I will come to you every Tuesday and Fri- 
day afternoon gladly if you wish me to." 

" Oh, but I couldn't deprive you of your recreation and 
confine you to a tiresome posture in a warm room for such 
a length of time without some equivalent; so tell me what 
it shall be." 

" Nothing, please," said May simply, " but the pleasure, 
of coming." 

Arthur, though surprised, saw that she was thoroughly 
honest in her answer, and he pressed the matter no further. 

" Friday I shall expect you, then," he said, moving his 
chair in order to let her pass. " Come straight to the door 
at the end of the hall, and knock for admittance. Good- 
afternoon." 

The sensations of the different individuals were varied 
when they heard of May's agreement with Mr. Arthur. 
General Chandler and Miss Nisbitt were pleased that he 
should have found something to arouse his interest, and 
were thankful to May accordingly; Fay pitied her for 
being mewed up with a dreary invalid when she might 
be enjoying herself with Perry; and Peny had not words 
sufficiently strong to express his sense of personal injury— 
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first, in being robbed of May without his leave; and, sec- 
ondly, in her being admitted where he was excluded. 

" That is because you are not handsome enough to serve 
as a model, Perry," rallied May; but Perry's displeasure 
was too great to be laughed off. 

When May tapped lightly at Mr. Arthur's door on Fri- 
day afternoon it was opened without delay by John the 
valet, who was in constant attendance on his master. Mr. 
Arthur, arrayed in a loose dressing-gown, lay back in a 
large cushioned chair which could be raised and lowered, 
converted into a lounge or a bed, and back into a chair at 
pleasure. Before him, elevated a convenient distance from 
the ground on a wooden pedestal, was a plaster cast in an 
unfinished state, and near at hand were materials for work- 
ing in clay. Numerous paintings and sketches were scat- 
tered about the room — some on easels, some upon the walls, 
and one or two resting on the floor. Heavy damask cur- 
tains hung upon a gilded rod were drawn halfway across the 
apartment and concealed the farther extremity from view. 
The roof was arched, and in the centre was a large dome of 
stained glass, through which the sunshine came in mellowed 
rays of blue and purple, green, crimson, and gold. All 
this May took in while she stood for a second irresolute 
on the threshold. 

" You are punctual," said Mr. Arthur, inviting her for- 
ward with a motion of his hand. " Let me see : what i? it 
I am to call you ?" 

" May, sir." 

"Well, May, look at this and see if you recognize 
anything about it," holding in front of her a small pen- 
cil-sket(3h upon which he had been employed before her 
entrance. 

It was the outline of a piece of statuary. A laughing 
boy, whom she at once knew as the counterpart of the one 
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in the library, though here he appeared with wings and 
having a bow and quiver by his side, held at arm's length 
above his head a cluster of roses, which a little maiden, 
resting with one hand upon the grass, tried in vain to reach 
with the other. A butterfly had alighted on one of the 
dimpled shoulders, and a white dove nestled in the folds 
of her robe. 

" Why, that's me /" cried May in astonishment, glancing 
involuntarily at her image reflected in the large mirror 
opposite, to see if she could be mistaken. 

Again Mr. Arthur laughed. The quaint, bright, artless 
child-nature was already acting on him like a tonic. 

*^ Yes, that's meant for you, sure enough, though we will 
try and have the marble bear a closer resemblance to the 
original ; but I merely use your features to delineate those 
of another. Can you form any idea of the meaning — who 
and what the figures are intended to represent?" 

May scanned the drawing again with a puzzled aspect, 
but presently he saw a gleam of intelligence breaking 
through the mist : " That boy might mean Cupid, and then 
— yes, the butterfly is the emblem; I remember now— 
they are Cupid and Psyche." 

" You are correct," he said, slightly wondering how this 
little daughter of a country doctor came by her knowledge 
of mythology. Yet he certainly felt sure the answer would 
come or he had not asked the question. 

He bent forward to return the sketch to the portfolio, 
and when he looked up again it was a ver}'^ grave and 
troubled little face that met his. 

" Please, sir," she said, drawing back a little, " if you 
don't care very much I had rather not. Psyche, papa says, 
was the soul, and it would take some one much more beau- 
tiful and good than I am to represent her." 

Arthur thought that if ever the soul gave evidence of 
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being enshrined in a childish form, it was hire, but he 
simply asked, "Are you so very wicked, then?^^ 

"Yes," she confessed. "I get into dreadful passions 
sometimes, and I don't keep my drawer in order, and I 
provoke Shrewsy/^ 

Arthur felt very much inclined to laugh again at this 
list of misdemeanors, but he controlled himself and said, 
" Nobody living is perfect, and I am sure you strive against 
these faults, and will one day be victorious over them. 
Now, John will place you in the position I desire, and 
when you feel in the least tired tell me and we will rest 
for a while." 

There was an accent of quiet command in his tone that 
admitted of no further parley, so May had nothing to do 
but to obey his directions. It was a wearisome position in 
which she was placed, and one in which fatigue would soon 
make itself visible on her countenance. To prevent this, 
and keep the animated expression he was so anxious to 
catch, Mr. Arthur talked to her in a light, entertaining 
vein. He had not had a chance to travel much, but in his 
lonely hours of enforced idleness he had read extensively, 
and now he described Westminster Abbey ^vith its crowded 
associations, its tombs of monarchs and poets and warriors, 
so vividly, interspersing therein so many anecdotes and ex- 
planations, that May almost fancied herself bodily within 
its walls, and sighed with regret when he paused, looked at 
his watch, and informed her the time was up. 

It was the same day after day. May felt no weariness, 
and Arthur no abatement of interest in his work and his 
model. He did not always do the talking. Sometimes he 
drew her out, and while his hands busily moulded the clay 
he listened with amused attention to her accounts of her 
home-life and studies, her p< or people in the village, and 
her plans for the future. In this way he learnt much con- 
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cerning his father's work-people and their condition of 
which he had before been ignorant, and it struck him 
as singular how different things appeared when viewed 
through the medium of May's clear, unprejudiced vision 
and as viewed by the worldly eyes of those amongst whom 
he lived. In return for these confidences he related reminis- 
ences of his school and college days ; and his father more 
than once in passing through the hall stopped, doubting 
if he heard aright his son's laugh, with much of its old- 
time mirthfulness, as he recalled some ludicrous incident 
for her benefit which only a few weeks previously he would 
have shrank from reverting to even in thought, bringing 
up, as it did, the contrast between then and now. But a 
tiny oasis had appeared in the desert, and the seeds of hope, 
joy, and love, planted all unawares by a childish hand, 
were taking root, in some good time to spring up into 
bloom and beauty. Arthur still secluded himself in his 
own suite of apartments and shunned the society of all but 
his father and Cousin Bethiah, yet the clouds were slowly 
lifting, and far off in the distance a bow of promise spanned 
the azure sky. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

NAP TO THE RESCUE, 

""V/TAY, are you goin' to put away that rubbish and do 

JJLL yer work?" 

Shrewsy's voice was raised to its shrillest pitch as she 
straightened herself up after skimming the contents of a 
huge iron kettle on the red-hot range, and with face crimson 
and perspiring and ladle still in hand regarded the offender 
in a way that boded speedy action were her words unheeded. 

May, at the end of the table, busily occupied with some 
scraps of paper and a pencil, working out some puzzles 
which Perry had declared she could not unravel, merely 
responded with an impatient, "In one minute. I wish 
you wouldn't speak to me, Shrewsy." 

Shrewsy had told her to clear the table and wash the 
dishes, while Fay swept and dusted. Shrewsy usually 
did all this herself, for, though Dr. Gilbert insisted on the 
girls taking entire charge of their own room and also 
desired them to assist in light household duties — thinking 
that, no matter what other accomplishments a woman may 
possess, if she lack the knowledge how to make home 
comfortable and attractive her mission is unfulfilled — ^sho 
said she'd " have it all over and done with while she'd Ix) 
talkin' and fussin' to get them to do it ; there was littlo 
enough to keep one agoin', and she hated to set idle." 

But to-day she had preserves to make, and could at- 
tend to nothing else, for did she turn her back a minute 
the fruit might boil over or burn ; and it exasperated her 
beyond endurance to see May dawdling away the time, while 
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the butter left standing on the table melted and myriads of 
flies feasted on the remnants of the meat and omelette. She 
said not another word when she saw May had still no inten- 
tion of moving, but, walking up quickly behind her, snatched 
the paper which she held in her hand, and making a clean 
sweep of the rest into her apron stalked back to the fireplace, 
lifted the lid of the range, and shook them upon the glow- 
ing embers. 

"Now,'^ she said when the last atom had vanished in 
smoke, " we will have an end of such nonsense. Scrape off 
those plates at once and get the place tidied up." 

"How dare you?" cried May, regaining her power of 
speech with recovery from the sudden siu-prise — ^^ Shrewsy, 
how dare you ?" stamping her foot passionately. 

"Are you goin' to do as I told you ?" 

"No!" 

"Will you clear that table?" 

"No, I will not!" 

Away went Shrewsy, heedless in her righteous indigna- 
tion of the possible consequences of her absence to the cur- 
rant-jelly, bursting in upon the doctor in his study, in the 
middle of a report he was preparing to lay before the med- 
ical society on " The Cause and Prevention of the Aimual 
Epidemic of Yellow Fever in the Southern States," with 
an account of May's insubordination ; concluding with, " I 
will leave the house this very day, sir, if you say so, but to 
put up with workin' like a pack-horse or a nigger slave 
' from mornin' till night, and get abused besides, I won't, 
sure's my name's Shrewsbury Bascobee." 

" You may tell May I wish to see her," said the doctor. 
" We should all be very sorry to part with you, Shrewsy, 
as you well know ; and as for abuse, though I am quite 
sure May does not mean it as such, still, rudeness or in- 
civility 1 will not permit under any circumstances." 
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The dootor was annoyed at being interrupted, and as this 
was not the first or second time that he had been called 
upon to administer a reproof to May that week, he waa 
more severe than his wont when the culprit appeared. 

" May," he said sternly, " I wish you to understand, once 
fnr all, that when Shrewsy tells you to do anything, as she 
did this morning, she is acting under my authority, and 
that any disobedience in such a case will be the same as if 
offered to me, and any disrespectful or insolent language 
will assuredly be punished. Now go and apologize to 
Shrewsy, and perform whatever task she has appointed 
you." 

"But, papa— " 

" Not another word ; and remember, this must not occur 
again." 

Burning with resentment and a sense of injustice, May 
retraced her steps slowly to the kitchen. 

" Shrewsy," she said, " papa bade me apologize to you ; 
and I do so because he told me to — ^not that I feel the least 
bit sorry. It is you who should apologize to me, and I'll 
never forgive you until you do." 

Shrewsy deigned no reply, and, taking no furthier notice 
of her. May set about her duties. She washed and wiped 
the dishes, only breaking one cup, and making a some- 
what unnecessary clatter in the operation. She fed the 
chickens and drove the cow to pasture, letting down and 
putting up the low bars at the green meadow. Then sho 
and Fay, taking turns at the dasher, made enough butter, in 
the little blue churn that they could easily manage, to last a 
couple of days. While Fay moved the dasher up and down 
she sang what she called the " Butter Song :" 

" Milk the milk in a wooden pail ; 
Take care the cow don't dip in her tail ; 
Come, butter, come I 
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Take up the milk and bring it in ; 
Strain it into bright pans of tin ; 

Come, butter, come I 
Let it stand till the cream shall rise ; 
Keep out Pussy and keep out flies j 

Come, butter, come I 
Skim the cream in a jar of stone ; 
Stir it up and let it alone ; 

Come, butter, come I 
Let it alone from day to day, 
And when there's enough chum right away ; 

Come, butter, come 1 
May, come now and help me churn ; 
If you don't know how, you soon can learn ; 

Come, butter, come I" 

May usually joined in with her, but to-day her lips were 
tightly closed, and her face was long and solemn enough to 
sour the cream. 

After the churning was over they hemmed some towels, 
May offering none of her usual objections. Dr. Gilbert 
was called to see a patient at a distance, so the recitation of 
the lessons was deferred until the morrow, and after an 
early dinner — of which May's pride kept her from tasting 
a morsel — ^he started, leaving the children to their own 
devices for the rest of the afternoon. 

" Will you come to the woods. Fay ?'' asked May as she 
stood swinging her sun-bonnet by the strings at the door. 

" Oh, May, it's so warm ! Besides, we have our histoiy to 
study, and I thought we might go on with our scrap-bock, 
I'll cut, and you paste." 

" Here, May," called out Shrewsy, " I'll give you some- 
thing better to do than racin' the woods. Take this tin 
pail and go down to the end of the garden, behind the 
gooseberry-bushes, where the old white hen has her nest, 
and see if you can find eggs enough to make a custard. If 
not, look in the barn-loft. Be spry now, for I want it for 
a 
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tea. The doctor will need somethiDg nice on his return 
after that long drive." 

May took the pail and went, but there was a swelling in 
her throat that made her swallow over and over again very 
quickly to force back the tears. When she had emptied 
Bess's nest, and climbed the steep ladder to the loft where 
tlie breath of the new-mown hay scented the air with sweet- 
ness, the lump had gone, the tears were driven back to their 
sources, but the feeling that caused them remained. 

"They are all unkind,'' she murmured, commiserating 
hei-self very much — " papa and Fay, and all. Fve a good 
mind not to go back for a long while. She'll be sure to 
put me at something else. But then she said she wanted 
the eggs for papa's tea. I know what I'll do: I'll take 
them up and leave them on the doorstep, where she'll find 
them if she starts to look for me, and then I'll hide until 
tea-time. It'll pay Fay off too, for being so disobliging." 

At the house, fortunately for her purpose, Shrewsy was 
not in sight. She set the pail down in the porch, and, 
stooping, drew off her shoes ; she had taken the precaution 
to unbutton them in the barn. Then, creeping softly 
through the hall and up the stairs, she gained the garret 
without detection. It was very dark and very hot, for 
there was but one means of light and ventilation, and that 
Avas the trap-door in the roof. This was tightly closed, and 
May could not have opened it had she wished, for it was 
beyond her reach. The roof sloped down to the floor at 
the sides, and in the middle of the space it was barely higli 
enough for a man to stand erect. Here Dr. Gilbert had 
had a cedar chest built, in which the blankets and woollen 
garments of the family were stowed away in the summer to 
protect them from moths. The rest of the space was taken 
up with lumber of various kinds. 

For a while May sat upon the head of the stairs, unde- 
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cided whetlier to stay where she was or to return to the 
lower regions. Shrewsy's voice calling her name settled 
the matter. It wouldn't do to be discovered there if a 
search were made, and the voice sounded as though it were 
coming nearer. There was no concealment for anything 
larger than a mouse amongst the lumber. The only place 
of refuge was the cedar chest. Quickly mounting an old 
bench which stood near, she with great difficulty, managed 
to raise the lid. It threatened to fall again, as the sloping 
roof met it and hindered it from tilting back in a safe 
position. By the aid of a piece of wood which she inserted 
between the lid and the side of the chest at the hinge she 
fixed it securely — ^as she thought- — and only hoped Shrewsy, 
if she did come up to the garret to look for her, would not 
notice in the darkness the open chest. Then she tumbled 
in. The chest was not more than half filled, and when 
sitting her head came a little below the top of the sides. 
Lying down on the heap of soft woollen clothes, and 
rendered drowsy by the close atmosphere and the strong 
odor of the cedar-wood, she began to think. She fully 
intended to remain hidden only until tea-time, that Shrewsy 
might not have the gratification of imposing any more tasks 
on hen She went over again in thought all the morning's 
grievances, not the least of which, she began to feel by cer- 
tain inward gnawings, was the loss of her dinner. " What 
fun it would be if they took me for lost and hunted all 
over !" she whispered to herself. " How I should like to 
be looking at them and listening to everything they said ! 
Papa would be sorry then, and Fay would cry, and — Oh 
dear ! I wish I had some of that custard Shrewsy is mak- 
ing; it's a dreadful long time to wait till six o'clock when 
I'm so hungry. I wish — " But the wish was smothered 
in a yawn, the heavy lashes drooped, and May was sound 
asleep, in her dream floating on an island of glittering 
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white frotli over a sea of yellow custard, which, wlien she 
tried to dip up some of it in an egg-shell, turned in her 
hand into golden pollen, such as lies in the heart of the 
lily. 

Slowly the afternoon wore on ; the sun sank low in the 
west, and the shadows thickened. Shrewsy felt no uneasi- 
ness at May's absence, thinking she had gone to the woods, 
as the pail left standing in the porch seemed to testify. Fay 
was hurt at May's going off and leaving her alone — some- 
thing which in all her experience had never happened before. 
When j:he evening came, however, and the doctor returned, 
and still no May, things began to look serious. Shrewsy's 
supposition was likewise put to fault by the finding of her 
sun-bonnet hanging on its peg in the entry, where she had 
left it as she passed through. Greatly at a loss, and not a 
little worried. Dr. Gilbert, unmindful of his untasted sup- 
per, went through the house — ^all but the garret, where he 
never for a moment supposed she could be — calling her; 
but May was in too sound a slumber to hear him. Then 
the doctor started for the woods, and Shrewsy, throwing on 
her sun-bonnet, took the road to Checkerville, thinking she 
might have gone there ; but both returned after a fruitless 
quest. May had not been seen that day by any one whom 
they questioned. 

"I wonder if she could have gone to Bellehurst?" said 
the doctor anxiously as he mopped his heated brow with his 
handkerchief and pondered what step to take next. 

" Oh, papa, not in her bare head, with that old calico 
dress onT 

Dr. Gilbert agreed that it was improbable, and for a little 
while longer he waited, hoping she might turn up. Then 
inaction became unbearable. "I will go to the wooda, 
again,'' he said ; " the child must be there, and have lost 
her way." 
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" Papa/^ said Fay suddenly as he was leaving — " oh, papa, 
if we could only get Nap ! Perry said he could find any- 
body if he were given the scent and told to search. 0\ 
papa, go for him! please do!" 

The suggestion seemed sensible, and Dr. Gilbert lost 
no time in reaching Bellehurst, where his errand created 
quite a commotion, and whence he returned with not only 
]^ap, but Perry, who was in a state of the greatest excite- 
ment. 

The latest article that May was known to have worn, her 
8im-bonnet, was shown to the dog, and he poked his nose 
into it, then looked to Perry for orders. "Good dog! 
seek !'' was all that was necessary ) and, holding his head 
close down to the ground, he proceeded to work. He made 
his way to the back door. Perry, the doctor, Shrewsy, and 
Fay at his heels. Here they expected to see him start oif 
for the woods, but instead he turned in the direction of the 
barn. 

"He knows already she went for the eggs," muttered 
Shrewsy. 

When halfway. Nap came to a dead stop, and ran hither 
and thither, sniflSng through the damp grass. 

" He's found a new trail and a fresher one," cried Perry 
as the dog turned back toward the house again, leading the 
way now in a rapid trot. 

Straight ahead he kept on when he reached it, and up 
the stairs, followed by the wondering group. The closed 
door at the foot of the second flight impeded his progress. 

" In the garret ! Can it be ?" exclaimed the doctor, turn- 
ing the knob at the dog's imperative bark. 

They heard his feet pattering up in front of them, while 
by the flickering gleam of the tallow candle which Slirewsy 
hastily lighted they stumbled up the narrow steps. At tlie 
top tliere was a halt, a quick glance around ; then the doo- 
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tor's eyes and Shrewsy's met in one look of unutterable 
and nameless dread, for the dog was standing on his hind 
legs whining pitifully by the side of the cedar chest, and 
tlic lid was shut! 

How long May had slept she knew not, when she was 
aroused by a shock as of a clap of thunder or a cannon 
report. She sat up in alarm. All was darkness and 
silence, and she felt as if she were stifling. She put out 
her hand, and it came in contact with the zinc-lined side 
of the chest. Then it flashed upon her where she M'as 
and under what circumstances she had fallen asleep. She 
reached upward, but what was her horror to find the same 
smooth surface meet her touch ! The piece of wood had 
slipped out, the cover had descended; that was the noise 
that had awakened her. The conviction brought with it 
frantic energy. May pushed against the lid with all the 
united strength of head, hands, and shoulders, but it was 
held as in a vise. She tried to scream, but her voice was 
muffled. She pounded on the sides, but, though she bruised 
her hands in her frenzied eflbrts, the thick walls of her 
prison seemed to give forth no sound. The air grew more 
oppressive ; she could not breathe, her brain was on fire ; 
she could feel it throbbing against the top of her head. 
"Buried alive! Only twelve years old, but so naughty! 
If Shrewsy had only forgiven ! She would now — Mr. 
Arthur's Psyche — never finished ! Papa's sorrow — poor 
papa 1 Dear Fay !'' A faint gasp, then unconsciousness. 

AVhen May opened her eyes again she was lying on her 
own little bed, with papa, looking very pale, bending over 
her, and Shrewsy sitting by her side fanning her. A sound 
of suppressed sobs came from somewhere near by. 

" Is that Fay ?" she asked wearily, wondering, if it were 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



NAP TO THE RESCUE, 103 

night, why they were all sitting up except her. " Tell 1 er 
to come to bed ; I can't go to sleep without her, and I'm so 
tired!" 

" Thank God !" said Dr. Gilbert reverently and from the 
bottom of a full heart as he heard her speak once more. 
Then Fay, with the teardrops still undried on her cheeks, 
was lifted in, and May threw her arms around her neck. 

"Don't cry about them. Fay," she said, remembering 
dimly the disaster to the puzzles of the morning, and 
thinking it was that which caused Fay to mourn. " I'm 
sorry now, and will tell Shrewsy so ; then we'll do them 
over again. Kiss me good-night; I'm so sleepy!" and 
before she could receive the required kiss May liad re- 
lapsed into a heavy stupor. 

It was days before she was quite herself again, and the 
occurrence proved a lasting lesson to the entire household. 
Thereafter in May's outbreaks of passion and fits of dis- 
obedience the slightest reminder of the " cedar chest " was 
sufficient to recall her to repentance and submission. Shrew- 
sy never forgot her anguish when she saw the limp, still 
little figure lifted out in the doctor's arms, and blamed her- 
self as the cause of it all ; where before she had been harsh 
and unsympathizing, she now became over-indulgent, and 
had it not been for the children's naturally good disposi- 
tion and their father's careful oversight they must have 
been spoiled by Shrewsy's petting. The doctor learned 
that his impulsive, high-spirited May demanded a different 
handling from his gentle, even-tempered little Fay— that 
she could be led, but never driven. And Fay clung to 
May with redoubled love and devotion in memory of that 
awful time when she had thought her gone from her ou 
eartli for ever. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

'* SHANKS," 

PERRY owed Shrewsy a grudge. She had destroyed 
his puzzles and ill-treated May, besides being on all 
occasions unwarrantably interfering. He determined to 
get even with her. But how? That was the question. 
He could not take the girls into his confidence and look to 
them for assistance in any scheme he might adopt, for since 
May's adventure she seemed to have grown as quiet and 
thoughtful as Fay, who, Perry well knew, would never 
sanction anything that clashed with the Golden Rule of 
doing to others as she would have them do to her, espe- 
cially when the "other" was Shrewsy. Moreover, he 
must carefully avoid drawing suspicion on himself as the 
instigator of any plan of revenge, for Shrewsy and he were 
on the best of terms, and to forfeit her friendship might be 
to end his intercourse with May and Fay also. 

He could hit upon no expedient until one day, chancing 
to be in the doctor's study, the sight of the long box with 
the green silk curtain recalled the conversation they had 
held about ghosts and Shrewsy's fears. Then his mind was 
made up. He would give Shrewsy a first-class " sc.iie ;" 
and so excited was he over the prospect that he came near 
letting his secret be known to May and Fay then and there. 

When he came to mature his plot, however, he found 
several difficulties in the way. He had decided upon hav- 
ing a ghost, but none of the approved patterns would an- 
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Bwer his requirements. He could dress up and personate 
one himself, but how could he get into and out of the doc- 
tor's house after dark without being discovered and cap- 
tured by that gentleman ? Shrewsy's screams would bring 
him to the spot before he could make good his escape, and 
the doctor was not the man to be cowed by a phantom ; 
l)nrhaps he might shoot? No, unless the doctor was at a 
safe distance Perry could not be his own ghost ; and this 
was not likely to be the case, as he rarely had night-calls, 
and the apparition must be seen at night, for when had ever 
a ghost been encountered in broad daylight ? 

Lay figures — that is, scooped-out squashes, white-robed 
broomsticks, feather bolsters draped and masked — ^all were 
open to the same objection, an exposure of their author ; 
for May and Fay would be sure to remember his former 
words and betray him. Then there would be no fun unless 
he could be present and witness the effect of his design ; 
and that involved so many risks that he was almost ready 
to abandon the whole project, when he unexpectedly found 
a coadjutor in Ralph the groom, to whom he had related 
his perplexity. 

Ralph was a young fellow full of frolic and daring, and 
very fond of Perry, and it pleased him to be able to render 
him any little service in his power; besides, finding the 
monotony of country-life irksome after the gay city, he was 
glad of any excitement, even though it were the half fright- 
ening to death of a cranky old spinster. 

With his aid and under his direction Perry constructed 
a skeleton of empty spools strung upon stout wire. How 
he obtained a sufficient number of the former it is impos- 
sible to say, but when Cousin Bethiah needed cotton to 
make up a quantity of new-house linen, and looked for two 
gross of " Clark's O. N. T.,^^ assorted, which she had pro- 
vided beforehand, it had mysteriously disappeared, and no 
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amount of investigation or search for it in the house could 
account for the loss or reveal its whereabouts. 

The skull was an immense mock-orange, the prize pro- 
duction of the vine that grew rank along the fence in he 
stable-yard. Incised by Ralph's penknife, and toned down 
to the proper hue by being dried in the hot sun, with grin- 
ning teeth of peel turned the white side out, it was far more 
hideous-looking than a real skull. Then a loose, shroud- 
like garment of white tissue-paper was put upon the frame, 
concealing a small air-balloon attached to the back, and by 
means of which the figure was made to float along the sur- 
face of the ground or rise in the air at the option of a 
person holding the string in his hand. When all was com- 
pleted, and " Shanks," as they named it, in perfect work- 
ing order, a cleverer deception could hardly be contrived, 
or one more calculated to strike terror into a nervous or 
superstitious individual coming suddenly upon it. Perry 
was in ecstasies, and could hardly wait for the evening that 
he might test the success of the experiment. Ralph and he 
had come to the conclusion that it was far too good to be 
reserved for Shrewsy's benefit alone, and they proposed that 
Shanks should make a sensation in the entire village and 
neighborhood before she was made a victim. 

Perry was not usually in the habit of retiring early, 
though Cousin Bethiah often reminded him of the health, 
wealth, and wisdom to be gained thereby ; but to-night it 
was barely on the stroke of nine when he declared his 
intention of going to bed. 

" Don't thee feel well ?" inquired Miss Nisbitt, somewhat 
surprised, 

" Oh yes, but I'm about to turn over a new leaf and take 
your advice I mean to go to bed every night from this 
out at nine o'clock, and be up at five," 

Cousin Bethiah smiled approval, all unsuspecting, when 
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she passed his chamber an hour later on her way to her 
own, that the boy whom she supposed sound asleep wa? 
over a mile away, lying under a hedge convulsed with 
laughter, while Ralph and Shanks chased a flying farm- 
hand along the road. 

The panic it created surpassed even their most sanguine 
expectations, and the news of the supernatural appearance 
spread like wild-fire. At first, when Jake Barrett, in 
mortal terror, reported in the village his meeting with the 
spectre, his story was received with shouts of derision, and 
his friends began to fear he was losing his senses. But 
when Bill Graddis was accosted by it in the lonely part 
of the road near the old graveyard ; when Deacon Hopj>er, 
coming hgme from prayer-meeting, saw it as it glided now 
in front of him, now behind, waving its arms and rattling 
its fleshless joints ; and when Dorothea Owens rushed into 
Mr. Vanorden's all white and hysterical, having left Sally 
Slocom in a dead faint on the road, where she had fallen 
when overtaken by the pursuing skeleton, — even the most 
incredulous looked grave, and took precautions against be- 
ing out of doors after nightfall. With much diflSculty a 
company was gathered together to go and pick up the in- 
sensible Sally, for no two or three would go alone. Noth- 
ing was visible when they reached the spot, however ; and 
when a fortnight elapsed, and the ghost was neither seen 
nor heard from, there were plenty to affirm that it was but 
the freak of an excited fancy, or at most a trick of some one 
who was now laughing heartily behind their backs at the 
foolishness of his neighbors. 

Stung with this view of the case, foiu* of the most cour- 
ageous and non-ghost-fearing men in the vicinity — Farmer 
Hyatt, Jonathan Shaw the blacksmith. Will Gaddis, and Ca- 
leb Weaver, a foreman in the mill — volunteered to pass the 
night at the haunted spot, and if the object again made its 
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appearance to settle the question of its identity at once and 
for ever. Accordingly, armed with a club, a cowhide, and 
a rusty fowling-piece — which, useless in an encounter with 
a spirit, might yet be made to " tell " pretty forcibly on 
flesh and blood, if it proved so to be — tliey secreted them- 
selves behind a clump of trees near the road at the place 
indicated by Will Gaddis, and watched for the intruder. 

The truth was, Ralph and Perry had been greatly alarmed 
when they saw Sally's condition, and during the period that 
she kept her bed from the fright, Shanks was securely 
packed away at the bottom of Ralph's trunk. They even 
thought of destroying him. But when the threatened ill-con- 
sequences blew over, and they heard of the vigilance com- 
mittee that was about to investigate and take summary 
vengeance on the disturber of the public peace, their love 
of fun and adventure regained the ascendency. Shanks 
was resurrected from his obscure quarters and rigged out in 
a new robe of tissue-paper, his other having been consider- 
ably damaged in his nocturnal rambles. 

The watchers had grown tired in their cramped positions, 
and Jonathan was declaring himself in favor of their going 
home and not making laughing-stocks of themselves by 
longer engaging in such a Tom Fool's errand, when Will 
nudged his elbow with a warning : " Hist ! There it is !'' 

All three turned quickly in the direction of his pointed 
finger, and could plainly distinguish something white float- 
ing toward them. Nearer and nearer it came, and more and 
more distinct grew the shadowy outline — a ghostly skeleton, 
clothed in a vapory garment, through the thin texture of 
which, and the crevices in the skull and what had been the 
body, they could discern the full round moon which was 
flooding the scene with its brilliant light. 

Iron-fisted Jonathan clutched wildly at the arm of Far- 
mer Hyatt for support, and Will Gaddis covered his face 
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with his hands. Caleb Weaver, scarcely knowing what he 
did, raised his gun and sent a charge of shot into the sway- 
ing figure. Through it, rather, for when the smoke cleared 
away it was still there, apparently uninjured; though, had 
not their fear prevented them from looking closely, they 
might have seen the flimsy garment riddled with holes. 

"William Gaddis! Seth Hyatt! Jonathan Shaw! Caleb 
Weaver ! I charge you all to see me laid at rest " — the same 
injunction it had addressed to Will Gaddis when he first 
saw it — ^pronounced a sepulchral voice; and with an un- 
earthly yell (Perry had been practising at it a long time 
before he got it perfect) the ghost mounted up into the air 
and quickly vanished. 

The men had lost their power of motion, but now it 
returned to them, and had there been a purse of gold at 
stake they could not have made quicker tmcks for home. 
Farmer Hyatt forgot his gout and Caleb Weaver his corns 
as they ran, and Perry and Ralph rolled over and over on 
the ground in uncontrollable glee as they thought of the 
wholesale skedaddle. 

"Have you heard the news. Miss Bascobee?^' Perry 
fanned himself vigorously with his hat and appeared as 
unconcerned as possible. 

Shrew^sy was kneading bread, and she gave the dough a 
succession of energetic digs and dumps before she answered 
sharply, " I have something else to do besides gossiping. 
People what has business to attend to can't go gaddin' from 
house to house tellin' wonders and makin' news.'' 

Shrewsy's reply was so far from the mark that Perry saw 
she was not only in a very bad humor, but was also quite 
conversant with the "news" to which he alluded, 

" Oh," he said indifl^erently, " I have just been to Check- 
erville, and thought you might lilce to hear all about what 
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happened last night. What I was going to say wasn't 
* made up/ I can tell you. I had it from Caleb Weaver 
himself, our foreman. You know what kind of a fellow 
he is — ^not afraid of anything — and he told me he'd rathe^ 
be drawn and quartered than go through it again." 

Here Perry became intensely interested in watching 
Shrewsy's manipulations of the dough, and in spite of 
sundry " hems " and sidelong glances of angry impatience 
he remained obstinately silent, chuckling to himself as he 
observed the struggle with her curiosity. 

" Well, if you've got anything to say, why don't you say 
it ?" she jerked out at last, setting down the dredging-box 
with a bang.' 

" I thought you didn't care about listening," said Perry 
innocently. 

"Did you ever hear what happened to Thought?" 
grimly. 

"No. What?" 

"He was hung for mistakin' his neighbor's sheep for 
his own." 

Perry saw the point, and didn't know whether to laugh 
or be vexed ; but, recollecting that the latter course would 
not do with Shrewsy, he began his recital, making it more 
graphic by his observations as eye-witness, though of course 
he took care not to apprise Shrewsy of the fact. 

" Caleb Weaver, Sally Slocom, and all the rest are a pack 
of born idiots," was her complimentary remark at the close ; 
but Perry had the satisfaction of seeing that her hand 
shook as she buttered the pans, and her eyes had a restless 
movement, as if trying to look behind her without turning 
her head. 

" Miss Bascobee," he said, speaking in a whisper, " they 
!?ay that it is that skeleton in the doctor's office, and that it 
will never stop going around until it is decently buried." 
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Having left Shrewsy this startling piece of informatiou 
to digest at her leisure, Perry took his departure. 

" Why, Shrewsy, are you going out f^ asked the doctor 
It surprise as she met him upon his return from his dauy 
round of visits, arrayed in all her best, with a bundle tied 
u]) in a shawl-strap in one hand and a bandbox in the other. 

" I^m goin' to my sister's in the city, sir," she said. " I'm 
sorry to leave you at such short notice, but everything's in 
ordei and the bakin' done, and I wouldn't stay in the house 
with tJiat thing another day — no, not if you doubled my 
wages." 

" What thing ?" asked the doctor, though he could very 
well guess. He had been pained and annoyed to meet cold 
and averted looks in the village that day — to feel himself 
avoided by some to whom he had rendered kindness, and 
secretly distrusted by all. The cause was quickly explained 
when Deacon Hopper, who was more on terms of equality 
with him than the rest, demanded that the skeleton in his 
possession be surrendered to be interred in the village grave- 
yard. Hardly supposing the deacon could be in earnest. 
Dr. Gilbert began to jest at the ridiculous notion that all 
of a sudden had seized hold of hitherto sensible people ; but 
he soon found it was no jesting matter. The deacon warned 
him that if he did not yield it up of his own accord, it would 
be taken from him by force. The doctor, believing in his 
right to do as he liked with his own, and unwilling to be 
coerced into parting with what was of great service to him 
ill his profession, and had, moreover, cost him trouble and 
money to obtain, told the deacon as much ; and they had 
separated with considerable coolness. Now the same diffi- 
culty in a new shape faced him the moment he set foot in 
his own house. 

" Why, the skeleton, sir," Shrewsy replied in answer to 
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the doctor's quer}', sj)eaking the word in such an undertone 
that he divined it ratlier than heard it. 

" Shrewsy/' he said in desperation at the complication in 
which he was involved, "take off your things and stay, and 
to-morrow I will box it up and send it away to the friend 
A\ho procured it for me." 

"But to-night?" said Shrewsy, hesitating. "I shouldn't 
dare sleep alone to-night." 

"May will stay with you.— Will you not, pet?" turning 
to his brave little daughter, who, he felt certain, would not 
have had the slightest reluctance to sleep in the room with 
the dreaded object itself had he wished her to do so. 

"May is only a chit," said Shrewsy scornfully, tighten- 
ing the strap round her bundle and moving toward the 
door. 

" Stay," said the doctor. " I will go to Bayford" (he well 
knew it was no use to go to Checkerville) " and get some one 
to come and pass the night with you — two persons, if you 
like." 

" One will do," said Shrewsy, consenting to remain on 
this condition. " Bring back Betsey Cox ; she is a host in 
herself." 

Thereupon the doctor, without ever unharnessing Jean- 
nette, set off on his journey to Bayford, having cautioned 
Shrewsy when Betsey came not to mention the reason for 
which her company was desired, lest she too might take 
flight. He found Miss Cox at home and quite willing to 
accompany him, and for the present he hoped he had done 
ivith the skeleton craze. 

Unfortunately for his quiet, however, this was the night 
that Perry had selected to cap the climax of Shanks's ex- 
ploits by exhibiting him to Shrewsy; and his chat with her 
in the morning had been but a preparation for this event. 

When all was still about the house, and some time had 
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passed since he httd seen Shrewsy, night-cap on head, close 
the blind of her bedroom window, Perry drew himself cau- 
tiously up to a level with the sill, clinging to the sprays of 
the hardy wisteria which covered all the back of the house 
and sheltered him with its heavy foliage. Peeping through 
the slats, he found the sash up and Betsey's snores resound- 
ing through the room. Watching, and perceiving no stir 
on the other side of the bed or sign of wakefulness from 
Shrewsy, he softly threw open the shutters and signalled 
to Ralph, who stood in readiness underneath. Up went 
Shanks, and when its entire length was in full view Perry 
rattled the blind violently. Betsey bounced up with a 
startled " What's that ?" and Shrewsy drew the bed-clothes 
tightly over her head. 

" Shrewsbury Bascobee ! Shrewsbury Bascobee ! Shrews- 
bury Bascobee V' At the third solemn call Shrewsy could 
stand it no longer, but mechanically let down the clothes 
and looked toward the window. " I charge you to see me 
laid at rest.'' 

A shriek loud enough to be heard in Checkerville from 
Shrewsy as her eyes fell upon Shanks, one bound clear 
from the bed to the door, and then, thump, thump, a sound 
as of a heavy body tumbling down the stairs. She missed 
the step in her terror and fell from top to bottom, but prov- 
identially escaped with but a few bruises, owing to her 
layers of fat ; otherwise Perry might have had to answer 
for a broken neck. Strong-minded Betsey made a simul- 
taneous dash for the window, and Perry, taken unawares, 
in his effort to reach the ground tangled his foot in -the 
string that controlled Shanks's movements, and broke it, 
setting him at liberty to sail off amid the clouds ; while he 
himself, losing his hold, c-ame down more heavily and sud- 
denly than was desirable, spraining his wrist badly by hav- 
ing it twisted under him. But there was not a moment to 

10* H 
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be spent In examining or bemoaning his hurts, for Shrew • 
sy's screams, still audible within-doors, were likely to arouse 
the neighborhood, and from the window Betsey Cox howled 
" Murder !" " Fire !" and " Stop thief !''— not very clear yet 
as to which was most applicable to the trouble — ^at the top 
of her voice. 

Perry never felt so thankful in his life as when he foujid 
himself at last safe in his own room at Bellehurst, and aa 
he rubbed his hand with arnica he made a resolve not to en- 
gage in any such perilous freaks again. How to account in 
the morning for his injury, which was causing him acute 
suffering, he knew not, but trusted to chance to favor him. 
It did ; for when at breakfast-time, in answer to his guard- 
ian's and Cousin Bethiah's interrogatories, he said that he 
had fallen and hurt his hand while climbing, they, supposing 
it to have happened earlier in the day before they were yet 
down, seemed satisfied with his explanation ; and Perry bore 
the pain uncomplainingly, afraid of drawing in any way 
attention to himself and reopening the subject. 

That same morning about a dozen of the villagers, 
headed by Deacon Hopper, waited on Dr. Gilbert and 
formally demanded the skeleton to be given up to them 
for burial ; and he, to put an end to the worry and torment, 
acceded, though fully convinced from the footprints under 
the window and the broken wisteria-tendrils that somebody 
was enjoying a practical joke at his expense. 

The skeleton was enclosed in a plain pine coffin and in- 
terred in the little rural cemetery, and to prevent the doc- 
tor from sending and digging it up again, as there might 
be a remote possibility of his doing, they poured in cement 
until the box might as well have been embedded in the solid 
rock. There, when convinced that their work was well done, 
they left it "at rest,'' and the doctor's family and Checkerville 
in general knew no more disturbance from its perambulations. 
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Not long afterward the deacon, who was very particular 
about the neatness and good order of his grounds, noticed 
something that looked like an old white rag fluttering from 
the top of a tall elm on his farm, and sent his son up to 
remove it. This he found some little difficulty in doing, 
for instead of a rag it proved to be a complicated affair of 
wire, twine, paper, and spools twisted in and out amongst 
the twigs and branches. 

"Father," he said as he touched the earth, "it's the 
queerest concern ! What do you suppose it could be for ? 
Here are bobbins enough to hold all the yarn in the mill, 
and a pumpkin or gourd with a face cut on it, and a red. 
rubber bag, like a balloon with all the air out, fastened 
together." 

The deacon examined the object curiously, then more 
deliberately, as something about it seemed to strike him — 
perhaps the unusual size of the mock-orange or the ugly 
face cut upon one side. 

" It looks like the head and bones of a man, doesnH it, 
father ?" broke in the boy. " Look ! These would be the 
hands, with five little ends sticking out for fingers." 

Grathering up the remains of the ill-fated Shanks, the 
deacon carried them to the house, and having stretched 
them out on the floor, where their proportions might best 
be seen, he sent Bob around the village to tell all the folks 
that he had something to show them at their earliest con- 
venience. 

Soon they came, wondering greatly what the "some- 
thing " could be. When all who were likely to come had 
gathered the deacon stood up and asked one and all if they 
remembered the visitations of the " ghost " and its supposed 
connection with Dr. Gilbert's skeleton. 

Remember? Was it possible that they a>uld ever 
forget? 
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"Well, my friends/' the deacon went on, "we have 
made such a blunder that I for one feel there is no hole 
small enough for me to creep into and hide iny head from 
the derision and mockery I deserve. You will agree with 
me, I am sure, when you see that for which I have called 
yoi together, and what, for want of a better name, I will 
term ^Joel Hopper's folly.'" 

Throwing open the door of the sitting-room, they all 
flocked in, and there lay Shanks in state. A few words 
from the deacon told how and where it was found, and a 
hasty inspection of the spool-skeleton made their stupidity 
as patent as noonday. Then the first impulse was to make 
an acknowledgment to Dr. Gilbert of having wronged him 
— the next to discover the perpetrator of the imposition and 
mete out retribution to him. Dr. Gilbert's property could 
not be restored, but in lieu of it they presented him with a 
handsome silver ice-pitcher, requesting at the same time his 
pardon for their conduct toward him; which he would 
have been quite as ready to accord in the absence of any 
such testimonial. 

The mystery regarding the originator of Shanks was 
never fathomed except by one. 

" Perry," said May some time after, when they were alone, 
" what became of that great mock-orange you showed me 
growing down by the stable ? It isn't there now." 

" I don't know," said Perry, feeling himself flush. ." I 
suppose Ralph did something with it." 

A pause. 

"Wasn't it strange how you and Shrewsy both hurt 
yjurselves at the same time. Perry ? How did you come 
to fall?" 

"You heard all about it before," said Perry crossly. 
'^What are you asking me now for?" 

" Was it from a tree or a vine you fell. Perry ?" 
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Perry looked at her sharply. Was she trying to "pump'' 
him ? If she were, he was not to be caught. 

" A vine ?" he said, laughing. " How could a person 
climb a vine, May?" 

" Easily, if it were a wisteria and trained up agamst a 
house on wire trellises." 

"What do you mean?" angrily. 

" Did you lose or break anything when you fell, Perry ?" 
quietly disregarding his vexed inquiry. 

"I might have. Why?" 

" Your cornelian ring ?" 

" Yes." Perry could not meet that clear, truthful gaze 
and tell a falsehood. 

" Here are the pieces," she said, taking them out of a 
little square of paper in which they were carefully wrapped 
and handing them to him. " I found them that morning 
under the wisteria, and knew they were yours." 

" And have you told ?" asked Perry eagerly. " Your 
father? Shrewsy?" 

" Nobody — not even Fay." 

" And are you going to tell ?" 

"No." 

" May, you are a regular brick !" Perry's strongest term 
of admiration. " I didn't mean any harm, really, but when 
I saw how silly the people were it led me on. It was all 
in fun, and I'd undo it now if I could. I don't care so 
much for myself, but if it leaked out and came to General 
Chandler's ears, poor Ralph would lose his situation for 
encouraging me. It wasn't his fault, though. It was all 
my doings, not his ; and I'll never forget it to you May — 
never !" 

When next Perry went to Bayford he expended his en- 
tire monthly allowance on two plain band rings, one for 
May and one for Fay. On the inside of Fay's was in- 
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scribed the word " Trist," and on May's " Fidelity/' Ha 
wanted them to wear tliem to remember him by when he 
was gone/ he said ; but when Fay wasn't listening he told 
May, with an important air truly ludicrous, that her's was 
'a little token of gratitude and esteem to the only female 
be had ever met wLo could keep a secret.' 
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CHAPTER IX. 

MAY'S SACRIFICE. 

PIERROT was gone. His basket, with its leather 
strap, stood idly in the corner. There was no 
cheery little urchin to throw it lightly over his shoulder 
and trudge out whistling on his daily tramp. His cus- 
tomers looked and waited for the dark-skinned little ped- 
dler who had won their liking by his bright, pleasant words 
and ways ; but he never came, and the pennies that would 
have weighted his pocket while they lightened his heart — 
were they not for his mother ? — went into the till of the 
well-to-do storekeeper instead. Poor Mari might weep and 
mourn in her lonely anguish and sickness, but there was no 
boyish hand to cure the aching head with its soft, loving 
touch, or to wait upon her in her feebleness ; and no sound 
of returning footsteps came in answer to her cries. Pier- 
rot was not, and his mother refused to be comforted. 

Somehow or other, his father had learned of his recovery 
and subsequent well-doing, and, thinking that so sharp a 
little chap would be of the greatest use to him in his mode 
of living and in thieving-expeditions, he presented himself 
unexpectedly to his wife and son, and, in spite of the 
prayers and entreaties of the former, and the kicks and 
roars of the latter — quickly silenced by a brawny hand 
pressed tightly over his mouth, with a threat of instant 
gagging if he didn't " shut up " — he carried the boy off 
with him. 

119 
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In the beginning Man hoped against hoi>e that Bino 
would relent and restore Pierrot to her for tlie little time 
she had to live — the truth had at last been forced home on 
her by her fast-incre^vsing feebleness — but when day after 
day paSv'ied, and still brought no tidings of the absent one, 
fche sank into an apathy of despair from which there was no 
arousing her. Friends and neighbors w^ere kind in Inis 
hour of need, and her few wants were amply provided for ; 
but her child was her all, and nothing could supply his 
loss. 

As the end approached and she felt herself slowly ebbing 
away, a new grief seemed to take posse&sion of her. Pier- 
rot would come back — not now, but when he could — and 
she would be gone ! There would be no one to greet her 
boy or to soothe his sorrow! 

" If I only had some one thing to leave him, something 
to 'mind him of me, that he always keep and no forget, 
and that give him the comfort ven he all alone, all alone !'' 
she said, lingering mournfully on the last word, and speaking 
to May and Fay, who as often as they could spent a little 
time with the sick woman. She always welcomed their 
coining, for had they not befriended her Pierrot and shed 
tears with her over his cruel lot? 

"A good book with his name written in it by yourself?" 
said Fay, catching at the word "comfort," and thinking 
printed comfort the next best thing to spoken comfort. 
She had often heard of dying mothers leaving Bibles tc 
their sons, and how all through life the counsels and admo- 
nitions of the Holy Book came as a voice to the living from 
the dead, keeping them in the right way and restraining 
them from evil. 

But Mari could not write her name, and books, even tlie 
" Book of books," were to her sealed mysteries with which 
she and the like of her had no busineas. She shook her 
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head : " No, no. It is the face in the glass I would keep 
for my Pierrot to see. What you call it?— -me on paper, 
so ?" holding a bit of broken looking-glass in front of her 
and pointing to her image reflected in it. 

"A likeness, Fay! She means she wants to have her 
picture taken." 

•^ Yes, a picture ; that is it. I should so like I" 

" But," said Fay, " you couldn't have it done nearer than 
Bayford, Mari, and you are not able to go so far." 

"Able? Oh yes, I am strong!" she replied. And in 
her eagerness to have her desire fulfilled she rose from the 
chair in which she was pillowed up and crossed the room 
with a firm step, sustained by the momentary animation 
of her fell disease. " See !" 

But the next day she was confined to her bed again, pow- 
erless to rise ; yet her mind, with the persistency of sickness, 
dwelt constantly on the one idea, and it was evident that 
she could never die happy unless her wish were gratified. 

" It is impossible," said the doctor when the children told 
him. " She has only a few days to live at the most, poor 
creature ! and she will never go out of doors again." 

" But we thought, papa, perhaps, as it would give her 
such joy to have her desire granted, you would take her to 
Bayford in your buggy. Some days she seems quite well 
and able to bear a ride." 

" She would die on the way," said the doctor. " No. The 
only thing is to humor her when she talks of it, and she 
w 111 either quickly forget the whim, or derive pleasure from 
the expected gratification of it until earthly longings cease." 

May and Fay were obliged to agree in his judgment, but 
it gave them pain every time they visited Mari to listen 
how tenaciously she clung to her fancy, and how dejected 
and disappointed she was at the postponement of its ac- 
complishment. 
11 
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It so chanced that Shrewsy Lad to go to Bayford to make 
Borne purchases, and she took May along with her, leaving 
Fay at home to mind the house. Shrewsy had a cousin 
living in Bayford, and when she went tliere on a shopping- 
expedition, which was about twice a year, she usually made 
a day of it. The clerk in the dry-goods store was well 
aware of the customer he had to deal with when he saw 
Miss Bascobee enter, and he prepared to pull down every 
piece of goods in the shop for her inspection, uncertain but 
that at the end she would walk out and leave him the job 
of folding and piling them all up again, without having 
bought a single cent's worth. There was no overreaching 
Shrewsy in a bargain, and while she compared the merits 
of bleached and unbleached canton flaimels, ten-cent and 
shilling prints, "Wamsutta'' masb'n and "Fruit of the 
Loom," finding fault with everything and haggling over 
the price. May wandered around the store, looking at the 
different articles exposed for sale and seeking some diver- 
sion while she waited. When she had made the circuit of 
the counters she went to the door, and stood looking out 
into the street. Directly opposite was a photographer's, 
with specimens of his art displayed in a glass case on the 
sidewalk. 

Glancing back at Shrewsy, and seeing she was still occu- 
pied in the midst of rolls of cotton stuff, she crossed over. 
The sight of these likenesses had brought thoughts of Mari, 
and now she pleased herself by pretending to select from 
the different styles the one most suitable for her. "Tin 
types" would not do. They were too easily effaced and 
destroyed. A large photograph Pierrot could not carry 
about with him, and, l^sides, the cost was too much. 
"Carte de visites" were only taken by the dozen, and 
what would Mari want with so many? It were better 
K) pay the price of the twelve for one, and have It well 
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done. " Pictures for lockets, fifty cents/' A locket ! That 
would answer exactly. Pierrot could wear it round his 
neck, and always have his mother's face to look at. Fifty 
cents ! She had a bright new half-dollar at home that papa 
had given her on her birthday, and Fay had another. They 
had treasured them up ever since, for, though many way3 
had been thought of it in which to spend them, none had 
as yet been deemed sufficiently worthy. 

Poor Mari ! May's silver piece would just pay for the 
picture, and Fay's purchase the locket. May had seen 
some in the store marked at that price. They were not 
gold, to be sure, but then neither Mari nor Pierrot would 
care for that; and there were two openings in them. In 
one side the likeness could be put, in the other some of 
Mari's hair. 

May was halfway up the stairs while this had been pass- 
ing through her brain. At the tinkle of the little bell ovei 
the door, announcing a visitor, the proprietor came out rub- 
bing his hands and smiling blandly: " What can I do for 
you to-day, miss ? A ^ gem ' or an ^ imperial ' ? Beautiful 
day for a good likeness, though we take them as well in 
cloudy weather as in sunshine. Will you be taken stand- 
ing or sitting, miss ? Without your bonnet, I suppose, to 
show this beautiful hair ?" looking admiringly at the long, 
glossy ringlets that fell to her waist. 

" It is not my own picture I wish taken," said May when 
she had a chance to speak, not at all liking the man's fi'ee- 
dom in remarking on her curls. " It is that of a sick lady 
who is unable to leave the house, and I wanted to know if 
you couldn't go there and take it to-morrow morning?" 

" We have never done such a thing," answered the man, 
the smile fading away quickly. "Where does the lady 
Uve?" 

"InCheckerville." 
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" Four good miles, there and back ! It would take mv 
assistant's whole day, besides the trouble of conveying the 
camera and other apparatus, and the risk of injury to 
them." 

" Oh, please do, this once ^ said May urgently. " She 
is dying, and has only one little boy, who is away from 
her, and she wants to leave him her picture as a remem- 
brance." 

" What style of picture would she want ?" inquired the 
man. " This size, I suppose, since it is to be a memorial," 
signifying a large, handsomely framed " crayon." 

"Oh no; only a small one for a locket — the same as 
those marked in the case fifty cents." 

" Travel four miles to take a fifty-cent picture !" sneered 
the man. " Fm sorry, miss, but I can't accommodate you." 

There was no more to be said, and sorrowfully May 
turned away. 

A woman had come in while they talked, evidently the 
proprietor's wife, and now, reading May's bitter disappoint- 
ment in her face, she said, " Is it altogether impossible for 
you to oblige the young lady, Lewis?" 

" Yes," brusquely, " unless she pays me well for it." 

"How much?" inquired May, stopping short. They 
might let the locket go until some other time, and, putting 
Fay's and her fifty cents together, offer a dollar for the 
picture. 

"Two dollars and a half; it is little enough for the time 
aud trouble." 

" I could only give one," said May sadly ; and she moved 
again toward the door. 

" It's too bad !" said the woman sympathizingly ; " but 
you know, miss, my husband has to earn his bread like the 
rest of the world. — Look, Lewis ! what lovely hair !" lifting 
a handful of May's curls and drawing the shining threads 
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through her fingers. " I do believe it would be an exact 
match for Miss De Lacy's. — Excuse me, miss. Would you 
wait one minute?" running to a drawer and bringing hence 
a small pasteboard box, from which she took a " puff" cf 
light hair and held it up against May's, comparing the two. 
"The very counterpart; only this young lady's is finer 
and softer and richer. You see, miss, I am a hairdresser, 
and Miss De Lacy is one of my best customers and very 
wealthy. She has had a severe sickness, and most of her 
beautiful hair has fallen out. Now she will have to wear 
a ^ switch.' But the worst of it is, though I have tried my 
best, I can find no hair that will go with hers. It is a 
peculiar color and texture, as you see, miss, and yours is 
the very first I have come across that at all approaches it. 
You wouldn't be thinking of having your hair cut, I sup- 
pose, miss ?" 

" No," said May, wondering at the question. 

"It's very fashionable with young ladies of your age 
to have it ^ shingled,' " went on the woman insinuatingly. 
"It's cool for the summer, and it makes the hair grow 
better to cut it occasionally while you're young. If ever 
your ma wishes it done, miss, I hope you will come to me, 
and my husband will take your likeness free, that if you 
have friends at a distance they may see how you look be- 
fore and after," winking significantly at him over May's 
head as she spoke. 

" Would he do what I asked him if I let you cut it 
n(nf)f' asked May. 

" Why, yes," said the woman in surprise ; and at a look 
from her the man nodded confirmation of her words. 

" Very well," said May ; " you may have it if he promises 
to go to Checkerville to-morrow, without fail, and take the 
likeness, and give me fifty cents now besides." 

" But your ma — " hesitated the woman. 
11* 
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" I have no mother/' 

" Your father, then, and your friends? What will th<jy 
say ? I shouldn't dare cut such hair as tnait without their 
consent." . 

" You shall not get any blame," said May. " I will tell 
them it was I who wished it and told you to do it." 

" All right, then," said the woman, " though I am very 
much afraid you will get yourself into trouble. Hadn't 
you better go and ask leave? Kemember, I wanted 
you to." 

"No," said May decidedly, thinking of the reception 
such a message would meet with from Shrewsy; "and 
please do it quickly, for I am in a hurry." 

A chair was brought. May's bonnet laid aside, and shears 
and comb went to work. The shining curls fell to the 
floor in a shower one after the other, and still snip ! snip ! 
went the shears. The shrewd hairdresser saw a dozen 
"frizzettes" in the short wavy rings remaining, and was 
resolved to make the most of the lucky speculation. 
" There will be a row over it, anyhow," she said to her- 
self, " and I might as well have the gain as the name ;" 
and so she finished her work. 

"There, miss!" she said, rubbing some cologne over 
May's cropped head ; " I hardly think it likely your 
folks will know you." And truly if she had used a 
razor instead of a scissors May could scarcely have been 
more closely shaved. She did not look at herself in the 
glass the woman held out, but quickly tying on her bonnet 
— it had grown very large for her all of a sudden — took 
the fifty cents the man had in readiness for her, and with 
a parting admonition to him not to forget his agreement 
sprang down the stairs with a lighter head, if not heart, 
than she had mounted them. 

"A clear twenty-five dollars' worth, Lewis,'^ said his wife 
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tiiuraphantly. " Not an uneven hair among them, and the 
frizzettes will bring at least five dollars more." 

" I hope they won't come here and make a fuss," said 
Lewis. ^^ If they do, it was her wish, and she made her 
own terms; and they'll have to abide by them 

" That's so," responded his wife. 

All this takes a great deal longer in telling than it did in 
happening, and May was back in the store before Shrewsy 
had made an end of her selections and missed her. She 
even had time to invest in one of the coveted lockets, 
which she put out of sight, tied in the corner of her hand- 
kerchief, in the depths of her pocket. 

It was not until they arrived at home, strange to say, 
that the disclosure came. In Shrewsy's cousin's house 
May kept her bonnet on all the time, even declining to 
partake of some refreshment in dread of having to remove 
it and incur the lash of Shrewsy's tongue when she discov- 
ered what had taken place. She was beginning to count 
the cost, now that she had an opportunity for sober reflec- 
tion — ^not that she regretted what she had done for Mari's 
sake ; oh no ! — ^but her father's anger was not pleasant to 
contemplate, nor Shrewsy's torrent of reproaches and up- 
braidings. Then Fay ! They would never again be mis- 
taken for each other; and this thought was perhaps the 
hardest to bear, for since she could remember there had not 
been one distinguishing mark between them, and she liked 
k be in all respects precisely similar to her twin-sister. 
And Mr. Arthur! She had broken her compact with 
him, and, unintentionally though it might be, spoiled his 
model. She could be of no use to him now, and it might 
be his work would again have to come to a standstill. But 
the principal part of it was completed — Mr. Arthur him- 
self had told her so — and all it needed was retouching here 
and there. Might not Fay do for that? He had never 
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leen her, and would not be likely to know the difference 
were he not told. This brought some consolation. 

" Papa," she said as he and Fay met her on the stoop, 
"come into the study with me a moment, will you? I 
want to tell you something alone. — You shall know all 
afterward. Fay," seeing her look slighted, " but I want to 
speak to papa first." 

" Well, May, what is it?" he said, seating himself in his 
easy-chair and drawing her to his arms. "What is the 
weighty matter that we must discuss in private?" 

" Papa, I am afraid you will be very angry, but when 
I had such a good chance to make poor Mari happy I 
couldn't let it go. You may punish me as severely as 
you think I deserve. I know I shouldn't have done it 
without your leave, papa, but I was afraid you might say 
no, and then I couldn't disobey you ; and I should never 
enjoy anything again, for the thought would come, ^ How 
little on my part might have given poor Mari comfort, and 
I let her die in distress through my selfishness 1' " 

With this incoherent statement May took off her bonnet 
and let her father see her shorn head. 

He did not say anything for a moment; in fact, the 
change it made in her was so great that it took him that 
length of time to determine whether it could really be his 
own little May or another child. 

" And what will this do for Mari ?" he asked gravely, 
but not in a tone of displeasure. 

" It will pay for her likeness, papa. The man is coming 
to take it to-morrow, and here is the locket to put it in." 

" Well," said the doctor, " I should be sorry to find fault 
with you for a charitable action. May, or to put a check on 
your generosity ; but next time I should like you to consult 
me beforehand. Your first duty is to your parent, and I 
trust you will always find him ready to aid, not hinder, 
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when what you would do is right. I am sorry, I confess, 
for the loss of your curls — May is scarcely May to me with- 
out them — but they will grow again, and the consciousness 
of the happiness you have bought with them will, as you 
say, last for ever. Now we will join Fay, who, with 
Slirewsy, will need an introduction to this little stranger, 
1 have no doubt," laughing and kissing her. 

Fay and Shrewsy did experience quite a shock of aston- 
ishment when they saw her; and Shrewsy never could 
understand how it had come about without her knowledge, 
" I did think there was something odd about her,'' she said, 
not wishing to own to such a lack of observation, " but 
how could I imagine the child would go and do such a 
thing?" 

Fay went alone to Bellehurst for the first time the follow- 
ing day; and when Miss Nisbitt heard what occasioned 
May's absence she was in a quandary. Arthur was wait- 
ing for her, and they all were so accustomed to guard him 
from every annoyance, and to see that he had everything 
just to his wishes, that she dreaded to have him crossed or 
disappointed in the slightest particular. 

" How could May be so thoughtless ?" she said, looking 
at the affair from Arthur's standpoint rather than Mari's. 

" She said perhaps I might do, ma'am," ventured Fay, 
" as we are so much alike, and Mr. Arthur had only finish- 
ing-touches to give." 

"So thee might, and we will have the music again. Thy 
suggestion is a great relief to me, my dear, for in Arthur's 
delicate state of health a very little thing is sufficient to 
upset him, and he is much absorbed in his present work. 
Thee needn't enlighten him as to the change if thee can 
help it, and I. shouldn't at all be surprised if he remains 
unaware of it. Now go— thee knows his door — ^and let n^ 
Bee how well thee canst preserve thy incognito." 

I 
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" You are behind-time, Psyche," said Mr. Arthur ; " how 
comes it ?" 

" I was detained a few minutes in talking to Miss Nis- 
bitt, sir." Mistake No. 1. May would never have used 
the word " detained " when there was such a short and easy 
one as " kept." 

" Indeed ! Well, take your place, please." 

Fay had been thoroughly drilled by May in the posture 
she must assume, and, being gifted with great presence of 
mind, and rarely flurried, she immediately did as required 
without any perceivable awkwardness. 

Mr. Arthur began to work, deepening a line here, soft- 
ening a feature there. 

" Well, Psyche, how do you think it is going to look ?" 

Fay had to wait a minute to assure herself that the un- 
familiar title was addressed to her before she answered, 
^'Very well, sir." 

This was not quite the kind of reply Mr. Arthur had 
expected ; there was not enough of it. 

" Do you see that T have acted upon your criticism ?" 

"Sir?" stammered Fay, not understanding in the least 
what he meant. 

" Cupid's arm ; you said it looked stiff. Have I im- 
proved it any, in your opinion?" 

" I — ^think — ^you — must — have, — sir," with a pause be- 
tween the words in her desire to speak only the truth, and 
yet please Miss Nisbitt by not betraying herself. 

Arthur was nonplussed. What had so changed hiM 
bright, talkative little friend? 

"What is the matter? What makes you so silent 
Psyche?" 

" Nothing, sir." A senseless answer Fay knew it to be, 
but she could think of nothing else to say. ' - 

Mr. Arthur did not make any further efforts to draw her 
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out, but coDtinued steadily at his task. There was some- 
thing about the mouth that did not suit him, and he looked 
scrutinizingly from the figure to his model to find wherein 
lay the needed alteration. From one to the other he turned 
again and again, and as he did so an expression of mystifi- 
cation and dissatisfaction dawned on his countenance. Nose, 
mouth, forehead, profile, — all were correctly copied; but 
there was a vague something — he could not put it into 
words — which he had transferred to the clay, and which 
had totally vanished from the living face before him, if in 
fact it had ever really been there. This indefinite some- 
thing, which had made the little country-girl in her brown 
gingham a veritable " Psyche " in his eyes, had fled, and he 
felt a doubt whether it were not his fancy alone that had 
invested her with it. 

" May, are you May f' he said, laying down his tool and 
leaning back upon the cushions. 

"No, sir." 

"Whatr 

" May is at home, sir, and I am Fay." 

" What !" repeated Mr. Arthur in his amazement. " You 
are not May ? Why are you here, then ?" 

" Miss Nisbitt thought I might answer as well, sir, as 
May and I are so much alike, and you were so nearly done 
with her." 

" Why did she not come herself? Is she ill ?" 

" No, sir. She has lost her hair." 

" Lost her hair ?" more mystified than ever. 

" Yes, sir ; it is shaved off close, and it has changed her 
so you would scarcely recognize her." 

" How did that happen ?" asked Mr. Arthur ; and a few 
well-directed questions, with Fay's eagerness to justify her 
sister and show her conduct — which she considered worthy 
of Florence Nightingale and other self-sacrificing women 
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she had read of — in its true light, put him in possession 
of all^the facts. 

" Go and tell May I cannot go on without her presence," 
he said, " and bring her back with you." 

Sooner than he had expected the tap came to his door, 
and John admitted one little girl — only one. Her sun-bon- 
net was pulled down over her face, and he could not see 
whether or not the right child stood before him. 

"Is this May?" 

" Good-morning, Mr. Arthur," dropping a demure little 
courtesy. 

" Ah, that sounds like her, but I must have the testimony 
of my eyes as well." 

" You won't laugh ?" 

"Honor bright!" 

Off went the bonnet, revealing a bright silk handkerchief 
bound turban-fashion round the closely-cropped head. This 
was Shrewsy^s preventive against catching cold. Beneath 
it the roguish face had much ado to keep sober. 

" Don't I look like Chloe ?" she asked, breaking into a 
merry laugh, in which he joined, excusing himself by say- 
ing, " You know you set me the example. — May I ask one 
question Avithout being impertinent ?" he said when he re- 
gained his gravity. 

"Yes, sir." 

" Did he put a bowl on your head and cut it to the shape 
of it ? and was it a scissors or a knife and fork he used ?" 

" Those are two questions instead of one, so I need not 
answer," she replied; "and it was a she, not a he." 

At this they both went off laughing again, and the laugh 
was prolonged by other voices not theirs. In the open 
doorway stood Cousin Bethiah and Perry and Fay. Mr. 
Arthur's sanctum was stormed, but he did not resent it, and 
the barrier that day broken down was not rebuilt. 
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Faithful to his word, the photographer came and took 
Mari's likeness, and the poor soul was pleased beyond 
words. She kept the locket — which she kissed over and 
over again — under her pillow until she died, when the doc- 
tor delivered it to May to be kept as a sacred trust until 
Pierrot should come to claim it, as his mother never 
doubted he at some time would do. 

" Psyche," said Mr. Arthur once — he always called her 
by that name now — " how was it you did not think of ap- 
plying to me when you needed an artist ?" 

"Oh, Mr. Arthur," exclaimed May, " could you — would 
you really have — " then paused in confusion. 

" I could, Psyche, with a little exertion and a few grains 
of your unselfishness ; and I think I would if it were you 
who asked me." 

"Mr. Arthur, is that what you paint and model for, 
when you are so rich — ^that you may have something of 
your very own to give to the poor to make them happy ?" 

" No, Psyche ; I never sell my work." 

"But, Mr. Arthur, you send your paintings where peo- 
ple can see them, do you not, and they pay you for that ? 
Or perhaps you put them in a free gallery — there are such 
in the city, are there not? — ^where the poor can go in and 
look at them and get pleasure that way?" 

" No. I hang them up here, and few of them have ever 
been seen except by my father and his friends. I work to 
kill thought. Psyche — for nothing else ;" and the old ex- 
pression of bitter mental pain settled and darkened on his 
brow. 

May was silent. 

" What are you thinking of. Psyche ?" 

She Washed, but did not speak. 

"Tell me." The tone of command she could never 
resist. 

12 
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"I was thinking, Mr. Arthur, of the man who buried 
his talent in a napkin," she said; "and I am afraid you are 
doing it with more than one." 

Her words and manner were so earnest, and withal so 
troubled, that Arthur could not be offended. 

" Why, Psyche," he said, trying to speak lightly, " you 
would make a very serious matter of my daubing. But 
that will do now; I am tired. Be here next Tuesday 
without fail ; it is your last sitting. ^ Cupid and Psyche ' 
will then be ready for the sculptor." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER X. 

' A CATASTROPHE, 

IT was the day before Perry's departure from BelJehtirst. 
On the morrow his vacation ended, and May and Fay 
were spending the last afternoon with hira. Contrary to 
his fixed habit of late years, Mr. Artliur had been persuaded 
to accompany his father in a ride to see some famous scenery 
at a distance, and, tempted by the balmy air and her solici- 
tude for the comfort of the invalid, Cousin Be*hiah had 
likewise made one of the party. Tlie children were thus 
left at entire liberty to entertain themselves as they listed ; 
and they availed themselves of it to the utmost, their " good 
time " only marred now and then by the thought that it 
was the last for many months. For Perry a long school- 
term, and for the girls a dull winter, stretched between this 
pleasant afternoon and their next meeting. Perry was loud 
in his expressions of sorrow at parting, but even while the 
words were on his lips came visions of his school-fellows' 
greetings and the bustle and competition of the busy school- 
life ; the " larks " and surreptitious exploits in which he 
meant to engage; the long Saturday afternoons in "the 
Park;" and the frequent holidays at his aunt Rstelle's, 
away from the stern rule of his much-disliked guardian. 
And then he launched into a glowing account of the gay- 
eties of fashionable life as he had seen them while staying 
at his aunt's. The balls and the parties, the theatres and 
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the opera, were all described, with the dresses of his aunt 
and cousins when they attended them, and those of the 
aristocratic throng which formed their circle of society. 
The simple little maidens meanwhile listened in open-eyed 
wonder and admiration, the one treasuring up material for 
many an airy structure and dream of romance and chivalry; 
the other, in growing envy and discontent with her humble, 
uneventful life. 

Dr. Gilbert had for some time noticed this feeling in 
Fay — not that it was openly expressed, but only evinced 
by pettish ejaculations and disdainful glances — ^and, attrib- 
uting her periodic petulance to its true cause (it generally 
occurred after a visit to Bellehurst or a conversation with 
Perry), he queried with himself whether it were not better 
to put a stop to a friendship so evidently harmful. But 
then, he argued, it was scarcely worth while, as the family 
would so soon be leaving, and next season he would take 
precautions against its renewal. Besides, Fay's error was 
inherent, and only developed by circumstances. He could 
not always shield her from her besetting temptation. She 
must learn to meet it, and strive with it and trample it 
under foot by a firm determination and the help of divine 
grace. So he had a long talk with Fay, in which he gently 
pointed out to her the necessitj^ of " doing her duty in that 
state of life unto which it had pleased God to call her f^ 
and for a time he had the satisfaction of seeing that she 
really did try to overcome her fault. But now these bril- 
liant descriptions of Perry's aroused all the old discontent 
and secret repining. 

They were in their favorite nook of the orchard, and in 
the intervals of his talk Perry amused himself by bouncing 
his ball up against the side of the house. May had gone in 
to Chloe to request a drink of water, and he and Fay were 
alone, when the ball, taking a higher flight than he intend- 
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ed, passed in through an open window and was lost from 
view. 

" Hallo !" he said ; " that must be got out by hook or by 
crook, or there'll be a rumpus when Arthur comes home 
and finds it there. My best base-ball too ! I can't afford 
to have it confiscated. Lucky he's out, for a wonder! 
Come with me. Fay, till I get it." 

" But you aren't allowed to go into his apartments, are 
you?" asked Fay, hanging back. 

" Oh, that's only when he's in and doesn't want to be 
disturbed. It doesn't matter now." 

" Well, wait a minute till I tell May where we're going; 
fihe will be looking for us." 

" No, no. Fay," said Perry, impatiently. " We won't be 
more than a second, and they may come back, and then I 
can't go in at all." 

Fay yielded, as she usually did, and the two sped round 
the house. They met no one to hinder them, and Arthur's 
door opened on turning the knob. 

" Stay here, Fay," said Perry, closing it partly after him, 
and leaving only a crack by which she might hear if any 
one were coming, — " stay here and listen, and if you hear 
a footstep let me know quickly." 

Off he darted, and, faithful to his instructions, Fay 
watched and listened, never even turning to look at the 
thousand and one objects of interest that the room con- 
tained. 

It seemed to her that he had been long enough to obtain 
Uie ball twice over when she heard him softly calling, 
"Fay! Fay!" 

Making sure before she went that the coast was Etill 
clear, she crossed the studio and pushed aside the heavy 
curtain behind which she had seen him vanish. 

It formed a large recess, lighted by two windows — Si bay 

12* 
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toward tlie \vest, and a smaller one, through which Perry's 
ball had entered. Directly in front of this bay-window, 
where the rays of the setting sun came streaming through 
it iu softened glory, supported on an immense framework 
waf that which brought Fay's advancing footsteps to a sud- 
den pause — ^the grand memorial that Perry had so longed 
to see, Mr. Arthur's labor of love for so many months 
and days. 

On its upper part appeared, as though smiling from the 
clouds, three cherubic heads encircled with wreaths ; in 
the centre field, a flying angel bearing an infant ; beneath, 
the great city with its domes and spires, from which the 
beauteous immortal seemed to ascend. The scale of the 
figures was life-size, and Fay thought she could have stood 
and gazed for ever, all was so beautiful. The face of the 
angel especially attracted her. Upturned toward the 
welcoming seraphs, there was a look upon it which, as 
Fay confided in an awestruck whisper to Perry, seemed 
" three-quarters glad and one-quarter sorry." 

"That is for Arthur — the sorrow," said Perry. "He 
was quite small when his mother died, and Cousin Bethiah 
— she told me all about it — ^says her ohly regret was at 
leaving him. This is just the way she looked too; General 
Chandler says it is to the life. Wasn't she pretty ? And 
only twenty-four, the same age that Arthur is now ! See !" 
and he pointed to the inscription underneath on a scroll of 
dcej> blue in old English lettering: 

In Memory op Miriam, Wipe op Lucius Chandler. 

Departed this life Dec. 10, 18 — , aged 24 years. 

And of their children — 

Julian, Howard, 

P^LOisE, Edgar. 

** Then let ns strive and work and wait, 
As those who see that opened gate, 
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That glory, in onr night ; 
So that at last, through Christ the Waj, 
We too may tread that land of day, 

Where God the Lord is light." 

" Oh, Perry !" said Fay, drawing a long breath, " isn't 
it lovely? How I wish May could see it!" 

"It is to be sent away very soon now," said Periy 
absently. He was down on his hands and knees in the 
corner, groping jnder a stand that upheld a marble bust. 
" Tt is away in behind this," he said. " Come here. Fay, 
and hold the bust steady while I move the pedestal a 
little." 

" Don't, Perry ! Suppose it should fall ? Let the ball 
go ; you can get another." 

"But I can almost touch it, Fay, and I might as well 
get it after coming in here. I will only pull the stand 
out the least little bit. You needn't be afraid ; I shall 
be careful." 

Fay could just reach the bust by standing on tiptoe, 
and Perry, putting both arms round the slender part of 
the pedestal, began to draw it out from the niche. For 
an inch or two it came easily ; then a crease in the thick 
carpet caught it and held it stationary. Perry stooped 
down, but the ball was farther from his reach than ever. 
There was not space enough for him to put his hand in 
behind the stand, and the distance he had moved it out 
only shortened his arm in attempting to touch it from tb^ 
front. 

"Come away, do, Perry!" pleaded Fay. 

"No; ^there's no such word as fail.' May would tell 
you that, Fay. A hair's-breadth farther out and it is 
mine." 

There ^'s an old saying about a "straw l)reaking the 
camel's back ;" and it was the " hair's-breadth " that broke 
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what was of far more value to Perry, and left hira a life- 
long memory of shame and self-reproach. 

Clasping his arras again around the pedestal, he exert- 
ed all his strength to drag it forward, but the obdurate 
crease withstood his efforts. He grew exasperated, and in 
his dread of being caught wliere he had no business to be, 
he forgot to be cautious and gave it a sudden twitch. 

" Take care, Perry !" cried Fay. The warning was use- 
less. The stand tottered, the bust moved backward and 
forward an instant, then fell with a crash against the 
memorial window, shattering it to atoms in its fall. 

Fay had started forward to catch it when she saw it 
going, but the force given to it by the height from which 
it fell was so great that she was knocked down by its 
weight, while it pursued uninterruptedly its disastrous 
course. She picked herself up from amidst the debris, 
her hands cut from the fragments of broken glass. " O-h, 
Perry !" she gasped, breathless with consternation. 

From Perry's face and lips every vestige of color had 
fled, and he trembled as with an ague-fit. There was no 
time to waste in inaction, however. The lower floor of 
the wing was the storeroom. No one was underneath to 
be alarmed by the noise, and the heavy carpet and thick 
doors had probably deadened the sound to other parts of 
the house. Snatching up the telltale ball, which was now 
easy enough to obtain, he seized Fay's hand, and, with the 
single word "Come!" dragged her after him out of tlie 
room, closing the door securely after him. They did not 
go into the orchai'd, where May was vainly seeking and 
calling them, but up to his "work-shop" in the attic. 
Fay was too frightened and miserable to remonstrate or 
refuse to follow him. 

"Fay," he said when he had drawn the bolt, "you care 
for me a Kttle, don't you?" 
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"Yes," wondering at the trivial question at such a 
moment. 

" You would be willing to do a little favor for me that 
would cost you notliing, and yet save me everything, 
wouldn't you?'' 

"Yes, if I could." 

" You can, Fay. It is only never to mention to a living 
soul what has happened, or that you know anything about 
the breaking of the window." 

" Oh, Perry ! Not if I am asked ?" 

"No. You will be asked, of course. Everybody in 
the house will be, and all know you and May were here." 

" Perry, I could not tell an untruth." The tears were 
streaming down her cheeks now in her distress. 

" Fay, listen 1 If General Chandler finds out it was I 
who did it, he will never forgive me. It is worse than you 
think. Fay. He has strictly forbidden me to go into Ar- 
thur's rooms under any consideration. I told you different, 
because I did not want to go in alone, and I knew you 
would not come if I acknowledged the truth. You have 
no idea what a dreadful man he is. Fay, when he is angry. 
He would as soon lash me until I was half dead as not — 
the way he used to do with the soldiers under him. He 
will be frantic. Nothing that could happen would be as 
bad as this, because it was Arthur's work, and it took him 
BO long, and — ^and because it was what it was. He will 
write to mamma, and I shouldn't be surprised if she dis- 
owned me. She charged me so to gain General Chandler's 
favor, and now all that is over. I was going away to-mor- 
row too ! Oh, if it had only been to-day ! Fay, if you 
don't promise I shall do something or go somewhere, so 
that nobody will ever see me again ; and it will be all your 
fault." 

"Promise what, Perry?" shuddering at this dark threat. 
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" Never to tell it was I who did it." 

" I promise, Perry." 

"You really mean it? Oh, Fay, thank you! thank 
you !" 

"And if they ask you, Perry?" looking at him steadily. 

" I shall deny that I know anything about it." But his 
eyes fell before hers. 

" But they will know it didn't fall without hands, Periy. 
Suppose they lay it on some one else — one of the ser- 
vants?" 

" Let them ; they can only be sent away. It might have 
been the wind from the open window that blew it down." 

"Oh, Perry, you know it couldn't. Hush! what was 
that?" 

" Per-ry !" came floating up to them in Cousin Bethiah'» 
voice. 

" They are home," said Perry, turning pale again. 

" Then let me out," said Fay. " Perry, I will never say 
one word that will lead them to think you know anji^hing 
about it, but I could not bear that some innocent person 
might suffer. I will go down to them now, before they 
have di^vered it for themselves, and tell them it was 
I who did it. They cannot do anything to me, you know ; 
and I had as much to do in it as you had." 

"Fay, you are crazy! All you have to do is to say 
* No ' to everything they ask you ; and there is no proof." 

" Perry, I dare not tell a lie ; and if I say right out I did 
it, they will ask no more questions, and you will never be 
suspected." 

She had unlatched the door herself while she spoke, and 
passed out in spite of Perry's efforts to detain her. 

From the sound of voices she knew the gentlemen and 
Miss Nisbitt were in the drawing-room, and she could 
distinguish the commanding tones of the general — not 
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raised as in excitement, but as though commenting on 
some pleasant episode of their drive. They were igno- 
rant as yet, then, of what had occurred ? Her heart beat 
like a sledge-hammer, and she had to cling to the dDor- 
jamb a moment before she entered, to try and recall her 
fast-fleeting courage. 

That drawing-room ! It seemed to Fay, as she traversed 
its dreary length, like the lines in perspective that ever 
converge until in the far distance they meet at a point. 
And that point here was Mr. Arthur's chair at the upper 
end, now drawn out into a couch, to which his father and 
John had carried him on their return, and by the side of 
which the general and Miss Nisbitt were still standing, 
talking over their drive. 

"Well, Fay?'' Miss Nisbitt said as she approached, 
somewhat surprised at her unsummoned presence there, 
and alone. "Did thee wish to speak to me?" 

" Yes, ma'am — no, ma'am ; that is, I wanted to speak 
to Mr. Arthur." 

"Arthur?" in increased surprise, thinking she could 
scarcely have heard aright. 

The gentlemen had kept on with their convef^ation, not 
paying any attention to her, but at the sound of his name 
Arthur broke off and asked, " Did you address me. Cousin 
Bethiah?" 

" No, but here's a little girl who says she desires to speak 
with thee." 

"With mef raising himself on his elbow, while the 
general slightly frowned at the intrusion. 

"Mr. Arthur — " began Fay; then, with all their eyes 
upon her, and dreading the sound of her own voice in 
making the revelation, her throat grew parched, the words 
failed to come, and the room and faces seemed to swim 
around her. * 
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"I am listening," said he kindly and encouragingly, 
thinking hor agitation arose from embarrassment. 

" I went into your room to get a ball that bounded m 
by ajcident through the open window. It rolled behind 
the Stan, in the corner — the one with the bust on it — and 
in trjnng to get it out the stand was knocked over and th€ 
Ijust fell against your window — the painted one with the 
angel — and broke it in pieces." 

Fay often wondered afterward at the calmness which 
settled upon her after she had once begun her little speech, 
and the distinctness with which she uttered every word, 
the startling intelligence falling with a metallic ring on 
the ears of her auditors. 

The description of that portion of the studio in which 
the window stood was too minute for Arthur to have an 
instant's hope that her assertion was unfounded, and he 
sank back upon his cushions with a heavy groan. Cousin 
Bethiah, with a cry of horror, rushed from the room in 
the direction of the wing, followed by Greneral Chandler, 
whose hasty strides outstripped her shorter steps and 
brought him first to the scene of disaster. Fay was left 
standing, rooted to the spot, forgetting in her trouble that 
the only chance now for her was retreat. 

Arthur neither spoke nor moved during the absence of 
the others, but when they returned his eyes rested on them 
anxiously, as if seeking some assurance that the story was 
groumlless. 

" It is too true, my son," said the general, meeting h s 
look; "it is a total wreck. This comes of showing kind- 
ness to paupers and lifting them above their true position. 
— What! you here yet?" in a voice that quivered with 
fury as his eyes fell upon Fay. " Begone ! and never let 
me catch you near this house again!" 

"Father," interposed Arthur, "it was my fault, and 
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mine alone. Had I locked the door all would have been 
well, and — " 

Fay heard no more. Wings seemed to grow from her 
feet as she ran down the long avenue toward the great 
gate, the general's harsh words seeming yet to pursue her. 
On the way she came in violent collision with May, whom 
she had not perceived approaching. 

" Why, Fay ! you nearly threw me down. Where have 
you been? I think you and Perry have both behaved 
real unkind, to go off and leave me so. What is that on 
your dress? Blood! And on your hands? Oh, Fay, 
how have you hurt yourself?" 

" It is nothing," said Fay quickly ; " only a scratch. 
Come home. May; we can never, never go to Bellehurst 
again." 

And May could get no more from her than this, neither 
could her father when he questioned her. 

"Papa, please do not ask me. I have done nothing 
wrong — nothing that I knew to be wrong; if I had I 
would tell you at once; but something has happened at 
Bellehui'st, and I shall never go there again." 

Dr. Gilbert had too much confidence in Fay to press 
the matter further, but he feared it must have been some- 
thing very serious that could make her droop the way 
she did as the days wore on. She was extremely sensitive, 
and she brooded continually over the generaPs angry words 
and the thought that Miss Nisbitt would charge her with 
ingratitude ; moreover, the routine of home-life had grown 
very distasteful to her, now that the pleasant breaks of the 
visits to Bellehurst and Perry's lively companionship were 
over. There was only one gleam of comfort for her: 
Perry had been unsuspected, and she alone had borne the 
penalty of his fault. No thought of blaming him for 
his cowardice and deceit ever entered her head. She 
13 K 
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could find an excuse for him in everything, and was only 
too glad that she had been able to stand between him and 
his guardian's rage. 

May, however, distrusted all along that Peiiy was at 
the bottom of it. She had, with her quick penetration, 
read his character long ago, and knew the influence he 
exerted over Fay. Putting two and two together, she 
came to a conclusion very nearly right. 

It was not until one day when Dr. Gilbert brought 
home from the post-office a large envelope addressed in 
a manly hand to " Miss Fay Gilbert " that it all came out. 
What a commotion there was over that letter, the first 
either of them had ever received ! and how many were 
the surmises as to who Fay's correspondent could be! 
It was not Perry, for with his sprawling, school-boy 
writing they were quite familiar. It was not Amy 
Valentine, Fay's particular friend, for she was stopping 
in Boston, and the letter was post-marked New York; 
neither was it Aunt Mary, for she would have enclosed 
it in one to papa. The only thing to do was to open it 
and find out. 

"Arthur Pennington Chandler," read May aloud, as, 
looking over Fay's shoulder when she turned the sheet, 
her eye first took in the unthought-of signature. 

Arthur wrote briefly and to the point. He said he had 
all along felt convinced that there was something under- 
lying Fay's confession of sole culpability in the breaking 
of the window, and he had set himself quietly to sift he 
matter. His investigation attained its end sooner than he 
had expected, however, by Perry's coming forward and mak- 
ing a clean breast to him of the entire transaction. He 
was deeply sensible of his guilt and meanness, Mr. Arthur 
wrote, and had already endured so much from a self-accu- 
sing conscience, which had at last goaded him to make 
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a free avowal, that further punisliment was needless. He 
added that they all regretted exceedingly what had l)een 
said in a moment of great provocation, and none more so 
than his father, who had commissioned Miss Nisbitt to 
select something that she knew Fay would like and send it 
on to her with his (Arthur's) explanatory letter, requesting 
her to accept it from him as a token that she had wiped 
out the remembrance of the hasty woiJs of an old man. 
If his " peace-offering ^' was accepted, he should know 
she had done so ; if not, he should be very sorry. 

This was a great concession from the haughty General 
Chandler to a little girl; and when the doctor heard the 
ffence the general* had given, he decided, in spite of May's 
Ll lignant protestations, that it was best for Fay to signify 
her forgiveness in the way he had chosen, though he (the 
doctor) would much prefer that there had been no gift in 
the case. 

What the "peace-offering" was to consist of they had 
no idea until evening, when an immense packing-case was 
brought up from the station to the doctor's by Grant, the 
man left in charge of Bellehurst by the general. When 
carried into the entry it nearly took up the whole space, 
and on the top was marked, " This side up, with care." 

" It must be a bookcase or a wardrobe," said May. 

Fay made no guess, but stood by with an expectant im- 
patience equalling her sister's until a screw-driver was 
brought and the case was opened. 

" It is a bookcase, Fay," cried May ; " look at the beauti- 
ful crimson silk linings!" 

" No," said papa, " it is a piano — an upright piano." 

To say that Fay was delighted would be tame. The 
usually quiet, undemonstrative child danced around the 
house, clapped her hands, and kissed her father. May, and 
Shrewsy over and over again, in the exuberance of her 
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joy. It was a pity that the donor could not see the recep- 
tion of his present. If he had, he would have known that 
the pleasure he had bestowed far exceeded the pain he had 
inflicted. 

"Dear me!'' said May, dolefully, "I wish somebody 
would injure Toe or hurt my feelings, and then make it up 
after this fashion. Papa has got a silver pitcher, and Fay 
a piano; I feel quite neglected.^' 

" Never mind, May/' said Fay ; " you shall own half of 
my piano;" and "Never mind. May," said papa; "you 
shall own a third of my pitcher f and then they laughed 
until they could laugh no more. 

Place was made for the new piano in the parlor, and 
from the date of its arrival the ancient spinet enjoyed that 
period of serene repose which is accorded to venerable old 
age after its faithful labors, and, it may be, listened with a 
lofty disdain for "youthful pretensions" to the "sweet 
sounds " of its successor, sighing softly through its silent 
chords for the glories of its o^vn illustrious past. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

VEXATIONS AND VICTORIES. 

THAT thirteenth winter of May's and Fay's life did not 
prove so dull, after all, for it brought with it a new 
experience, and, on the whole, an agreeable one. Papa 
began to think it was time the girls had better instruction 
than from his limited leisure he was able to give. There 
were likewise other reasons why it would be advisable to 
send them to school. Brought up entirely at home, mixing 
but seldom with those of their own age and station, several 
little crotchets and peculiarities had become visible in their 
forming characters, which, trifling as yet, would ere long 
deface and impair the beauty of the whole if not smoothed 
off and rounded into symmetry. May was inclined to lord 
it over others ; to think that she, and she alone, must al- 
ways be head and leader ; that every one else must yield to 
her superior wisdom and bend to her will. Moreover, she 
was at times sadly indolent. Fay was proud, exclusive, 
and, as we have said, fastidious to an extreme. These were 
the very faults that the friction and cosmopolitanism of a 
large school would soonest eradicate; indeed, they were 
those sure not to be tolerated by school-girls. Therefore 
it was decided by the doctor that to school they should go. 
That he would be very lonesome without their presence he 
knew beforehand. There had never been a night since they 
were born that he had missed giving the " good-night " kiss, 
iior a morning when its return was omitted. There -^vould 
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be a terrible void in the house, but when it was for their 
good no selfish considerations of his should stand hi Ihe 
way. As for May and Fay, they felt sorry, to be sure, to 
be away from papa, but, as they were to come home every 
Friday afternoon and stay till Monday morning, they would 
see him quite frequently, and the novelty of the proposed 
change reconciled them to it. 

There was an excellent school in Bayford, kept by a Miss 
Wheelwright, to which pupils came from all parts of the 
States. " Bayford Academy ^' it was called, and no young 
lady was admitted as a student unless she could pass a pre- 
liminary examination in a prescribed list of studies. Miss 
Wheelwright justly prided herself on the high reputation 
of her establishment, and in order that no drone or dunce 
should ever go forth from it to disgrace its good name she 
took care that none should enter. There were two terms — 
the one commencing in September and ending in February, 
the other commencing in February and continuing till June. 
At the beginning of either candidates for admission might 
present themselves. 

The examination took place in the large room or "chapel,'' 
and here the fifteen " new girls," including May and Fay, 
were placed at the distance of two desks from each other, 
while members of the highest or graduating class patrolled 
the aisles to prevent any communication passing from one 
to another. There could be no copying or prompting 
under Miss Wheelwright. From her elevated seat on the 
dais at the front of the room she gave out the questions 
to be answered in a clear, distinct tone, while her Argus 
eye took in everything and ever}^body before her at a 
glance. 

Only in one instance was her vigilance rewarded. It 
was that of a girl whose sister had previously passed 
througli the ordeal, and who had "coached" her as to 
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certain "catch-questions" most likely to be put. The 
answers to these she had written on the inside of her 
cufis in such a manner that when, seemingly intent in 
thought, she leaned her elbow on the desk and her head 
on her hand, she could readily read them ofif and transfer 
them to her paper. But she reckoned without her host. 

Miss Wheelwright was too good a detective of artifices 
of the kind to be outwitted. She noted the frequency 
of the action and the furtive looks cast in her direction. 
Rising, she walked down the aisle and said carelessly, 
"Miss Simpson, assume that attitude again, if you 
please." 

"What attitude, ma'am?" said the girl, but she reddened 
guiltily. 

" This," resting her head on her hand as the other had 
done. 

Miss Simpson had no alternative but to obey, and the 
fraudulent device stood revealed. 

" You may retire," said the principal, in the same affable 
tone she would have used in saying, " You may take a 
holiday for diligence in study." 

" It need hardly be added that Miss Simpson's name 
was among those of the rejected. 

The questions were all to be answered in writing, and 
so many minutes only were allowed for each. May and 
Fay did remarkably well. Though the youngest there, 
the ages of the others ranging from fourteen to sixteen, 
they were not the poorest in qualifications by any means. 
Fi.y took a general average of ninety per cent, in reading, 
writing, spelling, arithmetic, history, geography, and Eng- 
lish grammar ; and May took eighty-four per cent. This 
difference in standing was not due to difference in mental 
ability, but to difference in application. Fay studied as 
thoroughly and faithfully as she read, and, though slow, 
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was sure. ISIay depended on a retentive memory, which 
enabled her to repeat a lesson after she had scanned it twice 
or thrice. She merely prepared her lessons for recitation, 
forgetting them as quickly as the occasion for their use 
jiassed and one supei'seded the other. But with Fay a 
thing once learned was for all time, and when an old 
U'oman Hie, hceCy hoc, the demonstration of the "Pons 
asinorum," and the date of the battle of Waterloo would 
I ^ as familiar to her as " Mary had a little lamb." 

The examination over and the results made known. 
May and Fay, with the others, were initiated into their 
new surroundings. They were taken up to a large 
dormitory, which they were to share with eight other 
girls. It looked something like the ward of a hospital 
with the little iron cots lining either side. Those of the 
twins were next each other, and they planned rolling them 
close together at night, thus making it almost the same as 
sleeping in one bed. Each had a shelf in the closet, and 
two pegs in the "clothing-room'' for their hoods and 
cloaks. This was all they required, as, going home so 
often, they did not need to bring an outfit with them. 
Off one end of the room was a communicating smaller 
one, occupied by a teacher placed there to oversee and 
overhear all that went on. Miss Wheelwright did not 
rely much on "trust'' as an element of discipline; and 
this Was perhaps the reason why her pupils felt so little 
compunction in disregarding it when they had a favorable 
opportunity. Feeling themselves to be under constant 
surveillance, they delighted in devising ways and means 
of eluding it, and the one who could most skilfully do 
this held a high place in the estimation of her schoolmates 
as a marvel of cleverness and a sort of emancipator of the 
oppressed. 

The occupants of the dormitory to which May and Fay 
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were assigned were more highly favored — ^if so it may be 
called — than the rest. They were a set of choice spirits, to 
begin with, and the lady in charge of them was " Mademoi- 
selle/' She was the French teacher, a little, rotund, shal- 
low-pated woman, intensely vain of her person, her attire, 
her high-born ancestry, and her Parisian accent. Instead 
of teaching the girls, as she was employed to do, she would 
talk to them of herself — of her right to the title of count- 
ess, from which she was obliged to fly at the breaking out 
of the Revolution, leaving all her riches and estates in the 
hands of a lawless mob ; how she had sat on the knee of 
Napoleon and been kissed by Queen Victoria ; could speak 
seven languages when only ten years of age, and later trans- 
lated the foreign diplomatic correspondence into the court 
tongue; and so on and so on in an endless string. The 
listeners often laughed aloud in her face, but she credited it 
to their enjoyment of her narrative, not once suspecting that 
her foolish conceit and glaring fiction occasioned their deri- 
sive mirth. It may be surprising how this could go on be- 
neath the roof of Miss Wheelwright, but so it was. She 
did not understand the languages herself, but employed in- 
structors therein. Mademoiselle had come to her highly 
recommended as a French lady of the finest culture and 
capability, and on this recommendation she had secured her 
services. The fact is. Mademoiselle was everything person- 
ally her referees had vouched for, but she was utterly un- 
fitted for a teacher, inasmuch as she had no power of im- 
parting her knowledge or faculty of controlling a large 
class of girls. During the French hour disorder ran riot, 
but the principal was too far away to hear the commotion ; 
and if through the open fanlight the girls heard her ap- 
proaching footsteps, decorum supreme reigned in the class- 
room on her entrance. Mademoiselle dared not complain 
of them, for Miss Wheelwright had no patience with a 
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teacher ^vho could not hold the reins of government with- 
out api>ealing for outside help. She was of the opinion 
that such a person was out of her sphere, and it was morf 
than probable would have carried out her belief by dis- 
charging her as ineflBcient on short notice. For this very 
reason the conscientious ones, who had another object while 
attending the academy than to get through as easily as they 
could, hesitated to speak, none of them wishing to take 
the responsibility of perhaps depriving Mademoiselle of her 
means of livelihood. 

Of course the girls under such a system learned little or 
nothing, but as the examination in French at the close of 
the term was conducted by Mademoiselle herself, there were 
no immediate ill consequences arising from it^that is, as far 
as their marks were concerned. For a month before it came 
they knew the questions that would be put them, the dicta- 
tion-lesson she would give them, the sentences they would 
be required to translate. All were learned by rote, parrot- 
style, and when the eventful day came and passed it left 
them with flying colors in French, no matter how it had 
fared with them in other studies. She even in this manner 
taught them to repeat French quotations from various au- 
thors in the chapel. This rendering of quotations was a 
favorite method of Miss Wheelwright's to cultivate among 
her pupils self-composure, fluency of speech, and a dis- 
criminating taste in the selection of portions of literature. 
There were no exceptions in this exercise. Each and every 
one was required to stand up in her place and repeat aloud 
a paragraph or verse that she had chosen. This was a great 
trial to May when she first came. She was very diffident 
before a number of criticising strangers, and stammered and 
broke down time and again ; but by and by she learned to 
recognize her powers of elocution, and whenever there was 
company, and a programme of entertainment was to be 
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f^otten up, May was sure to be called upon as one of the 
'* show '^ speakers, as was Fay as one of the " show ^' singers. 

On these "quotation-mornings" one girl would get up 
and give a perfectly accentuated extract from De Musset; 
another, one from Madame de Stael; another, repeat one 
of La Fontaine's fables. They might not understand the 
meaning of what they were saying, or Mademoiselle might 
have told it to them, but either way it amounted to the 
same thing. Miss Wheelwright presumed from all appear- 
ances that the scholars were progressing satisfactorily in 
the language, and no one saw fit to enlighten her as to 
her delusion. 

But it was in the dormitory presided over by Mademoi- 
selle that her lack of power over her pupils was shown 
most plainly. After the principal had made her rounds at 
night, when all the lights were out and everybody in the 
building was supposed to be tranquilly wooing sleep, high 
carnival was here held. This particular apartment was sit- 
uated at some distance from the others, in an addition made 
to the main structure of the academy. There was no one 
above them, and below was the " Calisthenium," where the 
students spent a quarter of an hour daily exercising with 
rubber bands, thereby gaining an erectness of carriage, an 
elasticity of step, a breadth of chest, and a physical stamina 
altogether worth quite as much to them as the intellectual 
training they received at other times. A window at the 
head of Mima Curtis's bed commanded a view of that of 
Miss Wheelwright's across the quadrangle, and it was she 
who gave the signal for the revels to begin when the glim- 
mer of the principal's lamp gave place to darkness. 

Then "shadow-dances" and "pillow-fights" were the 
order of the night, divei'sified with mild forms of "haz- 
ing" when there was a new scholar or a sleepy one in the 
room, and "feasts" when one of their number had man- 
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aged to tibtain some cream-cakes or pickles or lemon me- 
ringues, or any of the innumerable dainties school-girls so 
dearly love. These were smuggled in to them by the day- 
scholars, of whom there were six or eight. I did wrong in 
enumerating pickles among the dainties. They had abjured 
these since Becky Barton got the colic from devouring half 
a bottle of chow-chow. 

It was at the beginning of the fall term, when the at- 
tendance at the academy was rather slim, several of the 
old girls having received special permission to delay their 
return for a week or two, and all the new pupils not hav- 
ing yet reported; and the rules for the time being were 
loosely enforced. There were only four, instead of the 
complement of ten, in Mademoiselle's dormitory, and 
they celebrated their reunion by a midnight festival. 
Among other " goodies " was a jar of chow-chow, but, un- 
fortunately, they had sweets as well as sours, and the two 
did not go well together. After partaking liberally of the 
onions and peppers and cucumbers, they made an onslaught 
on the spice-cakes and tarts. When they were all demol- 
ished they had to return to the consideration of the remnant 
of the chow-chow. It must be disposed of somehow, for 
were they to hide it under the bed or in the closet, up the 
chimney or down in the water-pitcher, its hiding-place 
would be the very spot Miss Wheelwright would be led to 
inspect in the morning. It was too bad that they couldn't 
keep it till the next night, when they would have no- 
thing on which to whet their appetites, and that tlie rest of 
the " chums," whom they had counted on to share in the 
collation, were away. One jar would scarcely have gone 
round otherwise. But there was no help for it. The only 
thing to do was to put a bold face on the matter and gulp 
down the pickles. Heroically they set about it, but all ex- 
cept Becky had to give in after the first two or three gin- 
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gerly bites. She had been sick once, when it was necessary for 
her to take large doses of castor-oil, and she had found oui 
that the best way was to swallow it as fast as ever one could, 
not stopping to think till it was all gone, when a drink of 
gruel or a quarter of an orange helped to remove the nause- 
ous taste. This rule she applied to the chow-chow. Shutting 
her eyes tight, Milly Vincent, by her directions, fed her with 
the pickles until nothing was left but the empty jar. 

"How do you feel?" asked Cora Weldon anxiously as 
Becky returned her the tumbler after washing down the 
pickles with a copious draught of water. 

" I feel," said Becky, " as if I have had enough chow- 
chow to last this term, at any rate. Now let's go to 
bed." 

It seemed to the girls that they had barely fallen asleep 
when they were aroused by groans and cries which grad- 
ually merged into screams. Thoroughly scared, they sprang 
out of bed and struck a light. There was poor Becky all 
doubled up with cramps and writhing in agony. Made- 
moiselle (fortunately for herself), was not sleeping in her 
own room that night, so one of the girls had to run for 
Miss Wheelwright. The servants were called up, a fire 
lighted, and a hot mustard foot-bath got ready. Camphor 
and ginger-tea, paregoric and mulled brandy, were tried 
in turn, but nothing seemed to allay the pain. The look- 
ers on really feared Becky would die before help could 
arrive. 

When the doctor came and learned the cause of her :11- 
ness — which in their fright she and her associates owned up 
to at once — he subjected her to a vigorous course of treat- 
ment, beginning with a strong emetic and ending with a 
gentle narcotic. Before he left she was in an easy slumber 
and pronounced out of all danger. 

For two days she was a convalescent in the " infirmary," 

14 
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a pleasant chamber adjoining Miss Wheelwright's, and 
many were the occasions that lady took to impress upon 
her the lesson of the occurrence and to point a moral for 
the future. Sad to relate, Becky with restored health dis- 
played restored levity also, and instead of being grateful 
and speaking respectfully of these addresses of her superior 
as " counsels '^ or " admonitions,^' she termed them " inflic- 
tions" when recounting them for the edification of her 
room-mates. 

Having digressed into this little incident of the past to 
explain the why and the wherefore of the " Entre-nous 
Club '^ striking out for ever the item " pickles " from their 
nightly bill of fare, let me digress further to say that entre- 
nous^ as probably you are aware, means "between our- 
selves" — a very appropriate name for the club, all things 
considered, and a delicate compliment to Mademoiselle, in 
whose special domain it held its meetings. 

Now, to go back to May and Fay, who by common con^ 
sent were nicknamed " Cavalier " and " Roundhead," May's 
shorn locks still scarcely requiring the use of a brush and 
comb. Their domestication in the precincts of the Entre- 
nous Club was looked upon with great disfavor by its 
members. 

" The idea," said Mima Curtis, " of quartering such babies 
upon us ! Why, their proper place is the nursery !" 

Mima was fifteen, but dressed and acted as though she 
were twenty, and held herself immeasurably above "chil- 
dren in pinafores," this latter word being applied to the 
neat white aprons of the twins, though she herself might 
have worn one to the saving of her dresses and the im- 
•provement of her appearance. 

" Depend upon it," said Ad^le Hoyt, " it is a deep-laid 
plar. of the ^powers that be.' Step-Stately" (the girls' 
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nickname for Miss Wheelwright) "seems all of a sudden 
to comprehend that we are a jolly fellowship— <oo jolly for 
her liking, in fact. Only this afternoon my seat beside 
Becky in the chapel was changed, for no reason that I can 
see. It's shame, too, for weVe sat together ever since we 
came to the school.'^ 

" Yes," said Delia Smith, " they're spies ; I'm certain of 
it. They'll keep a sharp lookout on all we do, and then 
go and report." 

" They'd better not," said Laura Lindsay. — "At any rate, 
girls, it will be wise for us to keep quiet until we have as- 
certained of what stuflF they are made." 

The process of "ascertaining" began without delay. At 
bedtime Fay's night-gown was missing, and when the bell 
rang for all lights out it had yet not been found. She was 
certain she had folded it and placed it under her pillow that 
morning, but it was not there now, nor on her chair, nor on 
May's bed, nor anywhere that she could see, high or low. 

" Here comes Wheelwright !" called one of the girls in a 
loud whisper; "jump into bed, quick!" 

But Fay stood irresolute, while May wandered about, 
still searching in the moonlight for the stray garment. 

"What does this mean?" inquired Miss Wheelwright. 
"Why are you not in bed? — Very strange!" was her 
comment when she understood the dilemma. " If you had 
put it in its proper place. Miss Gilbert, I fail to see why it 
U not there now. — Do any of you know anything about the 
whereabouts of Miss Gilbert's night-dress?" speaking to 
the rest collectively. 

" Miss Wheelwright," spoke up Laura, " now that I 
think of it, I saw something white under Miss Gilbert's 
bed when I stooped to pick up my thimble this evening. 
I was in a hurry, and didn't stop to look what it was, but 
now I shouldn't be surprised if that were it." 
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Fay looked beneath the bed, and then drew forth, sure 
enough, the identical night-gown. 

" This is very careless, Miss Gilbert," said the principal, 
severely. " If it occurs again I shall be obliged to demerit 
yru. Slovenliness in a girl or woman is of all things most 
inoxcusable, and I should be extremely mortified to have it 
said that any of my pupils were so negligent. Your first 
lesson in Bayford Academy shall be the maxim, 'A place 
for ever}'thing, and everything in its place.' You may 
come to me every morning for a week and recite it, that it 
may be indelibly impressed upon your mind.'' With this 
Miss Wheelwright withdrew. 

Poor Fay, who was the very pink of neatness and order, 
felt the undeserved rebuke keenly, and shed not a few tears 
under cover of the bed-clothes, while May showered sym- 
pathy upon her in the shape of kisses and hugs and exhor- 
tations " not to care for the old thing, who was just as hate- 
ful as she could be." 

" Don't let's get the innocents into any more trouble with 
Wheelwright," whispered Milly Vincent. " It will break 
their tender little hearts. Hereafter let's keep the matter 
in our own hands." 

The next night Fay's night-gown was forthcoming, but 
she had scarcely turned down the spread when she gave a 
little scream: "O-h m-y!" 

" What is it?" cried the girls. 

" Something like a mouse jumped out almost in my fac(v" 
stid Fay, shivering. 

" It wasn't a mouse. Fay ; it was a toad," said May, tak- 
ing up the clammy creature without the least hesitation, 
walking to the window, and throwing it out. 

" It must have come in the same way," said Laura. " I 
have heard that toads are able to leap great distances from 
the ground." 
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•^ It more probably was placed there by the same person 
who misplaced the night-gown last evening/^ said May 
poirtedly. 

'^ Do you mean that insinuation for m€, Miss Gilbert ?" 
said Laura. 

" If the cap fits you, wear it/^ replied May coolly. 
^^ Good-night/' 

" Plucky !'' muttered Laura to Becky. "She might be 
an addition to our clique, eh?" 

"Wait!" sententiously ; "she hasn't been tried ye^." 

These petty annoyances were followed up by a series of 
others of a more or less irritating character. The bed- 
oJothes were pulled off tliem when tlie twins were just com- 
fortably settled for sleep ; pins were inserted in their mat- 
tresses ; a noose was formed with twine and cleverly adjusted 
round Fay's big toe, then pulled in spasmodic jerks until 
she awoke in torture. All these persecutions they bore in 
silence, not even making a confidant of papa, lest he should 
be worried for their happiness and see Miss Wheelwright 
about the matter. Thereupon the girls would look upon 
them as tale-bearers, and scorn them in consequence ; while, 
if they endured it uncomplainingly, they would soon grow 
ashamed of themselves and leave off. 

But it was not in human nature — ^at all events not in 
May's — ^to remain passive under a stream of cold water 
squirted full in her face and over her night-clothes from a 
syringe. She was out on the floor in a bound. " Who did 
that?" she demanded. 

A suppressed giggle was all the response. 

" Fools laugh at their own folly," said she, half beside 
herself with anger, " but I'll change your laugh for you." 

" What are you going to do ?" asked a voice from one of 
the beds. "Tell?" 

" Tell !" repeated May with contemptuous emphasis. " 1 
u* L 
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leave that for you ; cowards and bullies are generally sneaks 
as well." 

" Girls," said Gerty Allen, " in calling her a Roundhead 
we are ov^er a century before the time. It is certainly the 
gpirit of '76 that animates her now." 

" She despises those who appeal to the lawful authority, 
girls," chimed in Laura. " She must be an advocate for 
Judge Lynch. We had better look out." 

May was tingling to lay hands on some one, and Laura's 
words and sarcastic laugh decided the question. She had 
felt sure all through that she was the ringleader and chief 
aggressor, and now, leaping on top of her, she commenced 
pounding her with might and main. Luckily, Laura got 
the blankets over her head and shoulders, or it might have 
fared badly with her, for May was in dead earnest, and 
would not have hesitated in her towering passion to pinch, 
bite, and scratch. 

The other girls soon discovered this, and their excited 
cries of "Pull her oflF!" "Why, she's a regular little 
vixen !'^ " Who would have thought she was such a spit- 
fire ?" brought Mademoiselle to the scene of action, quaking 
with dread lest the noise should penetrate to the other parts 
of the building. 

" Demoiselles ! demoiselles !" she exclaimed, " voil^ bien 
du tintamarre! Mademoiselle Wheelwright sera ici h 
I'instant! Combien? — Mademoiselle Gilbert" — she pro- 
nounced it Geel'hare — "mais vous ^tes horrible," as sh(3 
caught sight of May still pommelling away w^ith all her 
strength. 

May gave over then from sheer exhaustion. 

" The vicious little wretch !" cried Laura ; " she has left 
Me black and blue. — Why don't you get down ? or ai'en't 
you satisfied yet ?" 

But May heard her not. The room seemed suddenly 
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heavy witli the aroma of cedar-wood, and above her head on 
every side towered an air-tight wall. Again she lived over 
those dreadful moments in the chest, and an overpowering 
feeling of humiliation and contrition took the place of her 
anger as she thought of her broken resolution. She turned 
to Laura, who was wondering that she did not move. 

*^ I am so sorry !" May faltered. " I thought I was 
growing better, but I am worse than ever." 

" Well, if you aren't the queerest child !'' said Laura. 
"One minute a volcano, the next a melting snowflake. 
Pooh! you have nothing to be sorry about. If you 
have, I have also. Let us cry quits and a truce to hos- 
tilities." 

Though Laura was so good-natured about it. May did 
not so readily overlook her angry outbreak. She found 
that her old enemy was still in existence, and double watch 
and ward must be kept to hold it in subjection. Little 
by little, nevertheless, the day was won, and when May 
Gilbert, at the end of her second year at Bayford Acad- 
emy, passed from the junior to the senior grade, she carried 
with her the hightest honor of the course, the " amiability 
medal," awarded to her by the unanimous vote of her 
classmates. 

This medal was presented every year by a gentleman, a 
friend to the school, who was averse, as a general rule, 
to the system of giving prizes. He maintained that they 
engendered many evils, and the most truly meritorious 
were not those who always received them. Two students 
might be equally faithful in the performance of their duties, 
yet there were diflferences of circumstances, mental capacity, 
and physical strength which would tell for one and against 
the other. He proposed to establish a premium for which 
all could compete with an equal chance of success. He did 
not mean that it should be given to the one most favored 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



164 BB. GILBERT'S DAUQHTEBS. 

Tby Nature with an eveu, a loving, and an obliging disposi- 
tion, but to the one who attained the character by self-con- 
quest ; and, that there might be no unfairness or partiality 
about the selection of the recipient, he desired that the girls 
themselves should be the umpires ; and this was the medal 
which May received without a dissentient voice. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

COMPOSITIONS. 

AFTER the " hazing ^^ to which May and Fay had been 
subjected as "ducts'^ (the academy abbreviation for 
*' introductories " or new-comers), and the events recorded 
in the last chapter, it was for the most part smooth sailing 
with them. They both became very popular in time, 
and made scores of friends amongst teachers and scholars. 
Fay always did better than her sister in some studies — 
mathematics, for instance, which she especially liked and 
May especially hated — ^and her average rank was generally 
far higher than May's ; but in history, English literature, 
and the natural sciences none could excel May. 

What she most enjoyed, however, was the writing of 
compositions, to the majority of girls, and Fay among the 
number, a veritable bugbear. So she too might have found 
it had she attempted to write under the prosy headings that 
most school-girls take; but she did nothing of the kind. 
She wrote about what she thought and knew and felt for 
herself, and produced stories such as she had once told 
Perry she would weave for her pupils did she ever have 
any — stories so crisp, so sparkling, so original, yet framed 
on such every-day topics, that the girls would as lief listen 
to them as to those in the Ladies^ Magazine^ which they 
pronounced to be not one whit superior. They could not 
conceive how she could make so much out of so little, and 
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wislied it were passible for them to imitate her ; but when 
they tried, their efforts ended in lamentable failure. 

There was the " History of a Family of Cats/' Who 
but May Gilbert could have so mapped out the destinies of 
Jfi-s. Grimalkin and her five kittens, creating as much in- 
terest in their rambles and vicissitudes as if they had been 
not bond fide cats, but human beings? 

Miss Carmichael, the teacher having charge of this de- 
partment, had too much sense to oppose this innovation on 
May's part. She knew that were the productions logical 
and grammatical, well written, with capitals in their proper 
places, and punctuation-marks where they ought to be, it 
was not of vital importance for the object in view whether 
the subject treated was grave or gay, profound or otherwise. 
But when May dabbled in poetry she did not encourage it. 
'' Your verses are pretty," she said, " but you had better 
wait a little longer, till your mind is more fully matured, 
before you essay anything in that line. At present you 
must confine yourself to prose." 

It happened that some distinguished people, passing 
through Bayford en route for New York, paid a visit to 
the academy. One was the editor of a prominent paper 
in the metropolis, another an ex-governor, a third a laAv^^er 
of note. Miss Wheelwright was most gracious and cour- 
teous. She showed them through the different class-rooms, 
and had a detachment of the pupils go through the calis- 
tlienic exercises for their pleasure. Then the school was 
assembled in the chapel, that the visitors might see it in a 
)jody and listen to some singing. It was at this stage that 
one of the gentlemen expressed a wish to hear a couple of 
compositions read. He was a school-trustee in his own 
town, and accustomed to judge of the progress of the 
scholars to a great extent by their proficiency in this 
branch of education. 
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Miss Wheelwright sent word to Miss Carmichael to pick 
out two of the best, and, if their writers were not good 
readers also, to appoint those who were to deliver them 
before the company. It so chanced that May had bundled 
up all her old compositions and taken them home the la*st 
time she went, and Miss Carmichael had none of hers ex- 
cept the last, which was as yet unexamined and uncorrected. 
Still, May must be one of the two; so, trusting all would 
be right. Miss Carmichael laid the unopened sheets in her 
hand and whispered her to do her best for the credit of the 
school. 

The other paper was by Ernestine Lenox, and Laura 
Lindsay read it, as Ernie was too bashful to do it herself. 
It was on " Themes of Inspiration,'^ and was highly com- 
mended. Then came May's turn. 

" ' High-diddle-diddle ! the cat and the fiddle !' " she began 
in a clear, ringing voice. 

Miss Carmichael started; Miss Wheelwright shot one 
withering glance at her that said, " I reposed a trust in you, 
and you have been false to it," then froze into rigidity ; the 
lawyer elevated his eye-glasses; the governor, who was 
partially deaf, made a trumpet of his hand to catch the 
words, thinking his defective hearing must have misled 
him : it could not possibly be the ditty of his childhood 
this young lady was repeating within the classical shades 
of Bayford Academy ; the journalist, who had grown mther 
listless over the "inspiring themes," pricked up his ears 
and leaned forward to listen; the girls tittered behind tlieir 
handkerchiefs, ostensibly raised to smother a trcublesonie 
cough ; and the under-teachers secretly enjoyed the situa- 
tion as much as they. 

Heedless alike of frowns and smiles, May went on. She 
"roared" with Blue Beard; she "piped" with the Little 
Old Woman ; she gave an individuality to each of her dra^ 
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matis personce by tone and gesture. I give you the compo* 
sition in full, not because it was anything extraordinary in 
itself, but because it was a milestone that marked a turn- 
ing-point in her life. We all have Ihem, these landmarks, 
and looking back over the course we have travelled, we can 
see how they divide it into lengths — ^this showing the com- 
mencement of a Avinding curv^e, that the foot of a steep 
ascent, and the other the beginning of a downward slope. 
How " Bertie's Visit to Mother Goose " turned out to be 
such to May you will know hereafter. 

BERTIE'S VISIT TO MOTHER GOOSE. 

" High-diddle-diddle, the cat and the fiddle ! 
The cow jumped over the moon ; 
The little dog laughed to see the sport, 
And the dish ran after the spoon," 

softly efooned Nurse as she sat in front of the nursery-fire and 
rocked Baby to sleep, while from the trundle-bed in the corner a 
pair of bright eyes peeped out at her, and a little hand, rising and 
falling on the white coverlid, kept time to the strain. 

At length the rocking and singing had the desired efiect, and, 
rising, Nurse laid Baby Bell down gently in her little crib and 
tucked the clothes in warmly about her. Then, with a glance 
round the room to see that all was right, she went down stairs to 
get her supper. 

For a moment after she left all was silence in the nursery, then 
there was a res Jess movement in the little bed in the corner. 

" Fred I" said a child's voice softly ; " Fred \" 

There was no answer from the other occupant of the bed, who 
appeared to be in a sound slumber. 

** Fred I" this time louder and more eagerly, accompanied by a 
punch in the ribs from a small elbow. 

" What do you want ?" impatiently from the aroused sleeper. 

" Fred, are £\11 those stories true f" 

"What stores?'' 

" Why, that Nurse tells about Cinderella and Blue Beard and all 
the rest? and, Fred, is Mother Goose alive nowf* 

" Is that what you woke me up to ask, Bertie Bliss ?" growled 
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Fred. " Well, I should think a boy six years old would have more 
sense I- -No, silly 1 They are all made up, and there never was 
such a person as Mother Goose in the world. It is all stuff to 
amuse babies such as you," yawning drowsily. 

"But, Fred— " 

" Bertie, if you don't go right to sleep and let me alone PU call 
Nurse." 

At this threat Bertie desisted, but he did not obey his brother's 
command to go to sleep. He lay looking up at the flickering of 
the firelight upon the ceiling, and wondering if what Fred said 
were true. To be sure, Fred was nine years old, and was very 
wise, wore jacket and trousers, and went to school ; but still, Bertie 
hoped he might be mistaken. It was such a disappointment if 
Jack the Giant-killer, Little Bed Riding-hood, and all the other 
dear friends he had known and admired so long had no existence 
except in fancy. 

A puff of cold air interrupted his thoughts, and, bringing his 
eyes down from the ceiling and looking toward the window, he saw 
it was wide open, and under the raised sash came into the room 
such a strange apparition that Bertie sat straight up in the bed in 
his astonishment. It was a little wizened old woman, with a 
sharply-pointed nose and chin that almost met, and she wore a cap 
with a great flapping border, and had her dress tucked up above 
her knees. 

She came straight up to the bedside, and addressed Bertie in a 
shrill voice that sounded somehow as if it had been cracked by 
long usage, dropping an odd little courtesy as she spoke: 

"Mother Goose sends her compliments, and would like the 
pleasure of your company at her reception to-night." 

"She is very kind," said Bertie, "but—" 

" Oh, no * buts,' " said the little old woman ; " I can take no 
excuse. Are these your clothes?" pointing to the chair where 
they lay nicely arranged by Nurse for the morning. " Well, jump 
right up, and I will help you dress. I often dress the children of 
the Old Woman who Lives in a Shoe, for, you know, poor woman I 
she has so many she doesn't know what to do." 

While she was speaking she had whisked Bertie out of bed and 
into his clothes, running to the nursery-closet for his hat and coat aa 
though she were well acquainted with the house and where every- 
••thing was kept in it. When all was ready she led him to the win- 
dow. A broomstick was fastened to the outside shutter by a bridle. 
15 
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This she quickly uuloosed, and, mounting astride it, told Bertie 
to get on behind her. 

"Oh, I can't; I shall fall I*' cried he in affright. 

" No you won't," said she. " Get right on, and hold fast by me. 
Don't waste time, for we have a long ride before us." 

In fear and trembling Bertie complied, and, with a chirrup and 
Ehake of the bridle to her queer steed, they started — at first in a 
trot, which soon changed to a canter, and then a mad gallop. Up, 
up, high above the houses and steeples, they went, until they 
seemed to rush through the clouds. Bertie shut his eyes tight 
and tried hard not to scream, and, as he found he still kept his 
seat, he gradually became less alarmed, and finally greatly enjoyed 
the rapid motion. 

"Are you the Old Lady who Sweeps the Sky?" he inquired 
timidly. 

"Yes. There isn't much to be done that way to-night, how- 
ever," looking round at the clear starlit blue, " but there are signs 
of snow in the west. Most likely I shall be very busy to-morrow." 

A sound was now heard, at first faint, then growing louder and 
louder — a confused mingling of voices and instruments. 

"What's that?" asked Bertie in wonder. 

"That? Why, the band, to be sure. Mother Hubbard's Dog 
leads upon the flute, and the Little Husband no Bigger than my 
Thumb beats the drum. Cock Robin sings tenor, and the Lady 
with Bells on her Toes jumps up and down, and jingles them as 
an accompaniment. It's very fine; don't you think so?" 

It seemed to Bertie rather noise than music, but as it would bo 
impolite to say so, he wisely asked another question instead of 
answering: " Is this where Mother Goose lives?" as they drew up 
in front of a house brilliantly lighted from top to bottom, and 
whence the sound issued. 

"Yes. This is the House that Jack built," said the old 
woman. 

Bertie had no time to examine it, for, hastily dismounting, she 
took his hand and hurried him up the broad steps into the spacious 
hall, where a number of servants in livery were passing to and 
fro. Bertie noticed that though they all walked and talked and 
were dressed like men and women, they were really animals — cats 
and dogs, sheep and mice. 

The little old woman clapped her hands three times, and the 
Bummons was instantly responded to by three little mice, dressed 
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lis pages in green and gold. One seized Bertie^s hat, another his 
coat, and the third his gloves. But, though the action was quickly 
performed, he saw that they groped for the articles rather than 
perceived them, and looking closer, he saw that they were blind. 

" Poor creatures I'' he said. " Three of them— all blind !'' 

" Oh, they don't mind," said the old woman ; " they're well used 
to it by this time. But, you know, to make the matter worse, the 
Farmer's Wife cut off their tails with a carving-knife." 

** Trufe enough I I forgot," said Bertie, gazing after them pity- 
ingly. 

" Come on," said his guide ; and he followed her to a great door 
opening out of the hall. 

At her touch it opened, and a handsome cat stood bowing in the 
doorway. 

" Puss in Boots, present this young gentleman to Mother Goose," 
she said, and vanished. 

Puss bowed almost to the floor and held out his arm. Bertie 
hesitated, but, thinking it must be the custom of the house, placed 
his within it, and together they passed up the long room. It was 
full of people, who stared hard at him as they made way for him 
to go by, and as he approached the spot where Mother Goose was 
receiving her guests they crowded after him to witness the meeting. 

" How pretty he is I" " Who is he ?" " What brings him here ?" 
were exclamations that he heard, but could not distinguish the 
speakers. Just then he caught sight of Mother Goose. 

Such a fat, good-natured, jolly old woman Bertie had never seen 
before. She was as round as a dumpling, and her eyes twinkled 
and sparkled as though they were fairly overflowing with the fun 
and kindness that lay behind. 

"Ah, here comes Master Bertie at last!" she said, lightly tap- 
ping the snow-white goose on which she sat, and causing it to ad- 
vance to meet him. — " How do you do, my dear? and bow are your 
sisters and brothers and father and mother? I knew both of the 
latter very well when they were children. Why, bless me I I knew 
your grandfathers and grandmothers down to the great-great-great- 
greats ! And now that you are here, what can we do to make it 
enjoyable for you ? Would you like a ride on my goose ? If so, 
get up behind me. You must excuse my getting down, for I have 
the rheumatism very badly this week, and cannot walk." 

" Thank you, ma'am," said Bertie ; " I have had one ride this 
evening— on a broomstick — and that will do, I think." 
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*• You arc unused to such steeds," said the old lady, smiliug 
kindly. " Well, I will see if I cannot borrow Dapple Gray to send 
you borne on, or perhaps Cinderella will let us have the use of her 
coach-and-six. In the mean time, suppose we have a dance? Wo 
are all friends here together, you see." — ^Then in a commanding 
voice, " All hands form for a Virginia reel I" 

There was an immediate scurry in search of partners. 

The King of Hearts and Cinderella took the lead, then came 
Jack the Giant-killer and Bed Riding-hood, next Beauty 'and the 
Beast, Dick Whittington and the Queen of Hearts, the Man all 
Tattered and Tom and the Maiden all Forlorn. Mother Goose 
brought a number of pretty little girls for Bertie to choose from, 
and after hesitating a long time between Little Miss Muffet, Bo- 
Peep, and Goody Twoshoes, he finally took the latter. 

Then the dance began. Such skipping backward and forward I 
such taking hold of hands and letting go again I Bertie thought 
it was the best fun he had ever had. True, he did not at all know 
what to do, but his partner knew, and by doing just what she did 
he succeeded in going through the figures correctly. The frolic 
was at its height when a gong rang through the air. 

" That's for the banquet," said Goody, taking his arm and draw- 
ing him in the direction in which all the other pairs were has- 
tening. 

At the table Bertie sat between Goody and Bed Biding-hood, 
with Little Jack Homer and Jack Sprat's Wife opposite. Mother 
Goose was at the foot and Old King Cole at the head, in front of 
the latter an immense pie. 

" Are we going to have nothing but pie ?" whispered Bertie to 
his neighbor. 

"That is all," said Goody, "except bread and honey for the 
Queen. You know the tarts were stolen?" 

" What shall I do for a plum ?" said Jack Homer, pulling a 
long face. 

" I hope it is mince, then," said Bertie, who was very fond of 
that kind of pie. 

"Better than that," said Goody; "it is blackbird pie," smack- 
ing her lips. 

" Oh yes, I know," answered Bertie, " and there are four-and- 
twenty blackbirds in it." 

Goody nodded. Little Dan Tucker set up a howl at being kept 
waiting so long, and King Cole, flourishing his knife, was just 
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about to cut open the pie when a commotion was heard at tlie 
door. All eyes turned to that point as a man entered and with 
tremendous strides approached the foot of the table, where Mother 
Goose sat. 

"It*s Blue Beard," whispered Goody. 

" He seems to be very angry about something," added Red Rid- 
ing-hood nervously. 

" AVhat is the matter, my dear Blue Beard?" inquired King Cole. 
" You are late, and seem excited. Is anything wrong?" 

" Wrong 1" exclaimed Blue Beard in a voice that made the room 
ring and the dishes on the table shake, — " wrong I The word is 
altogether too weak. — What do you think? There is a boy on the 
earth who has dared to say that all of you, my friends, and likewise 
myself, never existed — that we are all ' made up ' (those are the 
words he used) ' to amuse babies 1* " 

"What I" exclaimed King Cole. 

"What 11" cried Jack the Giant-killer. 

" What 1 1 1" shrieked old Mother Hubbard. 

" What nil" thundered the Beast. 

" Impossible 11111" said all in chorus. 

Bertie durst not look up, and a cold sweat broke out all over 
him. 

" Whom have we here?" shouted Blue Beard, spying him. " A 
boy?" 

" Yes," piped a shrill voice, " and I shouldn't wonder if it were 
the very boy you were speaking of." 

" Don't mind her," whispered Goody, clasping Bertie's hand in 
hers under the table ; " she's only mad because the pig wouldn't 
get over the stile." 

" No. That cannot be," said Mother Goose. " I have known 
Bertie all his life, and he has always believed in and spoken well 
of us." 

"Well," said the spiteful voice again, "if he is not the boy we 
want, very likely he can point him out to us. Most boys on the 
earth know each other." 

"Can you, Bertie?" asked Bo-Peep. 

Bertie hung his head. 

"He knows I he knows 1" sang out Handy Andy, hopping up 
and down. 

" Give me his name this instant I" roared Blue Beard, fixing his 
eyes threateningly upon him. 
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Bertie was almost frightened out of his senses, but he could not 
betray his own brother. 

"Boy, will you answer?" yelled Blue Beard, in increasing rage. 

" I cannot tell you his name," almost sobbed Bertie. 

** Do you know who he is?" 

" Ye — e — es, — si — ir." 

"Then you mean you ivill not tell?" 

Silence so deep you could hear a pin drop. 

" If he will not tell, I will chop his head off," said Jack the 
Giant-killer. 

" I will beat him to death with my stick," said the cross little 
old woman. 

" I will eat him for my supper," said Red Riding-hood's Wolf, 
licking his chops as though he were already tasting the tender 
morsel. 

Unhappy Bertie gave himself up for lost, but just at this moment, 
when all were looking at him and some thirsting for vengeance, a 
cry was heard : " Jack and Gill have fallen down the hill !" And 
another voice gave the direful intelligence, " The Three Wise Men 
of Gotham are lost at sea in their bowl !" 

The words acted like magic. Everybody was thrown into a 
panic, and the room was cleared in a twinkling. 

"Now is your time I" said Goody. "The only way of escape 
is by Jack's beanstalk in the garden." 

Thither she hurried him. " Now climb quickly," she exclaimed, 
"until you reach your nursery- window. Good-bye, and make 
haste !" 

Bertie only too gladly obeyed, and, catching hold of the stalk, 
began to mount it hand over hand. For a while it was easy, but 
soon, very soon, he grew tired, and, to his horror, he seemed to be 
slipping back. He could hear the angry shouts of the crowd that 
had now gathered at the foot of the pole. Suddenly it was 
violently shaken, his hands relaxed their grasp, and he fell down, 
down 

There was a shock, and Bertie found himself, not in the midst 
of his enemies, but sprawling flat upon the floor in the nursery 
«t home. 

**HeyI what's the matter?" said Fred, who was awakened by 
the crash. 

" Nothing," said Bertie, rubbing his eyes as he scrambled into 
bed again; "only it appears I did reach the window, after all, 
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though I ffclt as if I were falling ; and wasn't it good they couldn't 
make me tell them, do what they would?" 

As May concluded she was greeted by a round of a})- 
plause, led by the gentlemen on the platform and heartily 
prolonged by the school. 

"This last was a fitting sequel to the first," said ho 
ex-governor to Miss Wheelwright, "for in all my Lng 
experience I have known few themes more inspiring than 
are those that recall that happy age which ^ belie veth all 
things, hopeth all things.' It seems like a meeting with 
old and tiied friends whom one had parted with years and 
years ago." 

Miss Wheelwright was mollified at this, and more so 
when the editor told her he should like very much to 
have the manuscript he had just heard read. She was 
very happy to gratify him, and when he departed he 
took it with him in his pocket. 

Her remarks to May were milder than might have been 
expected. " Miss Gilbert," she said, " it is my wish that 
hereafter your compositions be upon some less frivolous 
topic than that of to-day. Such flippancy is highly 
unbecoming in an institution where the inmates are sup- 
posed to be engaged in the serious business of gaining an 
education to fit them for the duties of life. There is no 
dearth of suitable subjects, I am sure." 

" I wish you would give me one, then, ma'am," said May, 
" for all that I can think of are worn threadbare." 

" Certainly. You may take ' Signs of the Times,' and 
see what you can make of it." 

Of course she thought May would hand in a moral 
reflection on the manners and customs, inventions and 
fashions, of the day; but when, instead, she interpreted 
the title literally, and wrote a witty dissertation on the 
Bayford " shingles," dwelling particularly on the harmony 
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between the name and avocation of " Robert Link, Bird- 
Fancier/' and of "Black & Crapo, Undertakers/' she 
gave her up as beyond reformation. 

" Girls ! girls ! see here !" cried Addie Devereux as she 
came into the school-room one day at recess, waving a 
newspaper above her head. Addie was a New York girl, 
and had the Household Messenger forwarded to her every 
week. — " May, May Gilbert, listen !" and she read from 
the "Youth's Column'' "Bertie's Visit to Mother Goose. 
By Miss May Gilbert. ' High-diddle-diddle,' " etc. 

" Let's see ! let's see !" cried all the girls, pressing around 
her and trying to snatch the paper. 

" There it is in black and white. — Here, May, do you 
want it ? I can get another copy, and it's only fair the 
author should have one." 

Anybody who has seen his or her name in print for the 
first time can understand May's delight and swelling feel- 
ing of importance. She was elevated to a pinnacle none 
of her school-fellows had ever reached (even Fay looked 
insignificant from that lofty height), and her self-estimation 
went up in accordance, like the mercuiy on a midsummer's 
day. 

The pride and pleased exultation of those at home served 
but to increase her elation. Shrewsy was never done boast- 
ing of how that ^ child May's fame had travelled all the 
way to York,' and the paper was brought out to verify 
her words until it was worn thin and broken in the folds 
by constant handling. Then the piece was cut out and gum- 
med carefully into the scrapbook, and May talked largely 
of the time when she should prepare "volumes for pub- 
lication." 

Alas! she had yet to learn how many a slip there ia 
'twixt the cup and the lip. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

A HEROINE. 

MY readers will pardon me if my story goes on in some- 
thing of a hop-skip-and-a-jump fashion. In most 
people's lives there are times when for weeks and months, 
and maybe years, nothing seems to happen out of the usual 
course — when yesterday was the same as the day before, and 
that was but a repetition of the preceding one, and to-day 
promises to be as uneventful as they. True, one differs 
from another in that particular days may have particular 
duties and pleasures, but then every Monday is like every 
other Monday, and every Wednesday is like every other 
Wednesday, and every Sabbath is like every other Sabbath, 
and every week is as like every other week as the blocks in 
a piece of patchwork. Yet in patchwork — that is, pretty 
patchwork — all the pieces are not blocks. Every once in a 
while you come to a star or a diamond, or perchance a 
cross, a perfect mosaic of oblongs and hexagons and three- 
cornered bite. 

And so in life. The humdrum routine cannot go on for 
ever. At some time and somewhere there comes a break, 
and an irregular piece is inserted to form the pattern ; some- 
times a star, composed of little fragments of hope all joined 
together into one, sometimes a diamond of radiant joys 
following close upon each other, and sometimes a cross of 
afflictions and tribulations, that, alas ! never come singly. 

May and Fay were no exceptions to the general rule in 
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this i-espect, and, having given you a sample of the " squares " 
of their every-day existence, I will pass over the rest, and 
introduce you only to the stars and diamonds. Of crosses 
there were veiy few, hardly any that could be called su( - , 
yet there were clouds as well as sunshine in their sky, jupt 
enfficient to temper the dazzling glare and bring the light 
into contrast by reason of the shadow. 

Thus it comes that we go in a bound from their thir- 
teenth winter to their fourteenth summer. They were at 
home again for the long vacation, enjoying to the fullest 
the release from textbooks and from rules as inflexible as 
were the laws of the Medes and Persians. 

" I declare," said May, " I feel like a person set free after 
a quarter of a century's imprisonment, or like those good 
people of old suddenly awakened from their hundred years^ 
sleep. My limbs are paralyzed, my senses are benumbed. 
Everything tempting and agreeable is before me and around 
me, yet the contrary has come to be to me so like a second 
nature that I cannot take advantage of my freedom. The 
fields and the woods lure me out to race and to jump as of 
yore, but when I am in them, lo, I find myself prancing 
along in the regulation step, ' Left, right — left, right/ as 
though working a treadmill. The birds sing, the bees 
hum, the crickets chirp in the grass, but above them all I 
hear a sound that distracts me from their melody : ' Young 
ladies, attention!^ I take up an enticing story-book and 
commence, ^ Lady Lucy was the only daughter of the ear-, 
of Pembroke,' when the next line takes the form of ^ Rom- 
ulus and Remus founded the city of Rome B. c. 753.' I 
know that these are Shrewsy's unrivalled waffles and her 
most delicious fricasseed chicken that I am eating, yet 
strangely mingled with their flavor is that of boarding- 
school ^ stew ' and ^ hash.' The odor of jessamine and roses 
floating in on the breeze is reviving, but all at once it be- 
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comes an overpowering scent of patchouli wafted back to 
mc from my deskmate in front, Mima Curtis. It is im- 
mensely comforting to lie back in the old rocking-chair and 
seesaw to and fro while plaiting willow wands into rustic 
baskets or making daisy-chains; but, presto, change! the 
rocking-chair is transformed into a spring-board, from 
which I am making frantic efforts to bump my head 
against the ceiling, or the stems are pieces of chalk which 
I clutch tightly and brandish in the air, in imagination 
jotting down rows of figures on a blackboard with the 
rapidity of a lightning calculator." 

'' Yours is a very bad case I fear. May," said her father, 
soberly. " I think I shall have to prescribe for you. Your 
symptoms would indicate fever and an overwrought brain, 
producing hallucinations. It would be well until the worst 
features of the disease abate to taboo books altogether, put 
you on a low diet — say toast-water and beef-tea, or mush- 
and-milk will answer, as it is so wholesome and nourish- 
ing," with a twinkle in his eye — " and give you some quiet, 
soothing occupation — darning stockings, for instance." 

" Oh,' thank you, papa," said May. " Hearing your pre- 
scription has done me good already, but I will wait and see 
what another day will do before I resort to it." 

" Like the person with the toothache, who loses it at 
sight of the dentist's door," said her father. — " Well, 
daughters, this is Jack's time to play, and I hope you will 
make the most of it. I am going down to the village now, 
and am afraid I shall find trouble there. The wages in the 
mills have been cut down, though. Goodness knows, they 
were at barely bread-and-watcr rates before. There was 
some talk of a strike yesterday, but I trust the men will 
not be so foolish. Whatever might be got out of General 
Chandler by persuasion and reasoning, there is no doubt 
that an effort at compulsion w^ill only make him morfj 
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obstinate. This last reduction is more the agent's doinga 
than his. Buckhout represents things to the general, and 
he acts accordingly. He tells him that the pay is too much 
for the times, and that the other manufacturers are lower- 
ing the wages of their hands ; and the general empowers 
him to do the same. In this way he leads his employer to 
tJiink that he is zealous for his interest, while at the same 
time he is feathering his own nest with the money kept 
from the poor work-people. Buckhout is a rogue, I feel 
sure of it. A man that cannot look you straight in the 
eye, as he never does, has something to conceal. But that 
is neither here nor there. The employees in the Bayford 
and the Union mills have struck, and those at Checkerville 
will, I greatly fear, follow suit. It will be a most unwise 
step, but men will not listen to good advice at such times.'' 
When he came back he had worse news than even he 
had looked for. The hands had not been given a chance 
to strike. The owners of the other mills had formed them- 
selves into a society — " for the protection of capital against 
the insolence of labor," they said — and had resolved to have 
a general " lock-out " until the employees came to terms. 
Trade was dull at this season of the year, and they could 
afford to let their mills stand idle at present. Notice was 
sent to General Chandler as one of them, and he shewed 
how fully he was in sympathy with the movement by tel- 
egraphing Superintendent Buckhout to put up posters on 
the mill-doors immediately, notifying the work-people that 
the mills were closed until the differences between the em- 
ployers and the employed were satisfactorily settled. Gen- 
eral Chandler was not at Bellehurst ; he had not been there 
at all this year. It was said he was attending a convention 
somewhere, but would be back shortly. Miss Nisbitt and 
Mr. Arthur had come out for the summer, and there were 
friends of the fitmily also stopping there. Perry had not 
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l»een at his guardian's for two years. The girls had heard 
that last summer he was with his aunt at Saratoga, and that 
this spring he had gone out to join his mother in Paris. 
May and Fay had never been up to the great house since 
the memorable afternoon when they had fled from it so 
precipitately. They had met Miss Nisbitt in her drives a 
couple of times the previous summer, but, while always 
stopping and speaking kindly to them, she had never in- 
quired as to the progress Fay was making with her music, 
nor asked them to come to see her. Indeed, she censured 
herself severely for having been one of the causes of bring- 
ing Fay into trouble, inasmuch as it was she who had first 
brought her to the general's notice, and his hasty words had 
wounded her on this account perhaps more than they did 
Fay. She could not blame him under the circumstances, 
but she resolved to be more careful for the future how she 
brought people into contact with his fiery temper and in- 
domitable will. Arthur had also been ill, dangerously ill, 
and her thoughts were preoccupied with him. Altogether, 
the girls thought she had grown very cold and distant. 

The effects of the "lock-out" were not long in being 
felt. It was hard times with everybody, the rich as well 
as the poor. Provisions, clothing, etc. were dear. The 
pa})ers told of great mercantile firms failing daily, and of 
banks breaking. The winter had been unusually severe, 
and the poor people of Checkerville had nothing laid by 
to meet this " rainy day," or, if they had, it soon dwindled 
away. The rent for their houses became due, and they 
had nothing wherewith to pay it. General Chandler was 
their landlord as well as their employer, and Buckhout, 
the superintendent, would take no excuse. If they didn't 
have the money, out they went. They got up a petition 
to General Chandler, laying the case before him, and sent 
it to him ; but the reply came back that he left all such 
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business- matters in the hands of his agent. Then the men 
grew desperate. They saw nothing ahead but homeless 
starvation for themselves and families, while the author 
of all this misery rolled in wealth, and spent as mueh on 
a single faney — a picture, an antique vase, a rare Turkish 
rug, a costly cabinet ; such things were constantly arriving 
— as would have kept every one of them, men, women, 
and children, for a month. No wonder, with the wolf 
standing not at, but inside, the door, muttered threats were 
heard, and the agent thought it prudent to betake himself 
to a safer neighborhood. He took lodgings in Bayford, 
and the " Invincibles,^' the only militia organization the 
place could boast of, were detailed to protect the mill- 
property, while private detectives were sent down from 
the city to guard the house. General Chandler was neither 
to be dictated to nor intimidated. 

It was while affairs were at this crisis that the doctor 
was called away one evening to attend a child that had 
set fire to its clothes and fatally burned itself. He could 
not say when he would be back, and told the girls not to 
wait up for him. It might be very late, and he could let 
himself in with his latch-key. 

They sat upon the piazza until it grew dark ; then Fay, 
who had a headache, went in and lay down on the sitting- 
room sofa. May lingered to take down the hammock that 
was tied to the pillars, and while engaged in the act she 
heard a low, peculiar whistle close at hand. 

"That must be Alec," she thought; "he was to call and. 
let us know at what hour the sewing society would meet at 
his raother^s to-morrow. I never saw such a boy. Ife's 
as shy as ever. I suppose he will not pass the gate, so I 
shall have U^ trot down to him." 

But when she stood at the gate there was nobody visiblct 
" Alec !" she called, " was that you ?" 
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A figure started out from behind the laburnuni-Lush at 
one side. It wasn't Alec Granger. He was a great six- 
footer now, and this was a boy not nearly as tall as May 
herself. 

" Who is it?'' he said, coining close and speaking guard- 
edly; "is it Miss May?" 

" Yes, I am May," she answered. " Did you want 
me?" 

" Yes. Come here behind the bush again ; I have some- 
thing to say to you, but nobody must see or hear," looking 
search ingly first up the road, then down. — "Do you no 
remember me?" he demanded when they were sheltered 
from all possible observation. 

Something in the voice and the construction of the 
question caused May to lean eagerly forward in the half 
light to scan his features more clearly, but it was too dark 
to distinguish more than the outline. 

"Can it be Pierrot?" 

" S'sh ! no talk so loud. Yes, it is I." 

" Oh, Pierrot — " began May, catching him by the hand ; 
then she stopped short at the thought, " What if he has 
come back to meet his mother ? what if he doesn't know ? 
Oh, I can't tell him !" 

" I know," he said, interpreting aright the reason of her 
sudden pause ; " she no here. lie tell me long, long time 
9go— two year." And he choked, as though he would 
burst out crying. 

* " But she left you something," said May quickly ; " I 
liave been keeping it for you ever since. Conic up to the 
house with me till I get it. Fay is there, and she will be 
so glad ! Don't you want to see Fay ? And where have 
ycu been, and what are you doing?" 

" S'sh !" said the boy again. " I no can go now," as she 
would have pulled him along ^vith her in her haste to im- 
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part the joyful uews of his return to Fay ; " I no can stay, 
I must run back quick as the deer, or they miss me, and 
then — " He didn't finish, but asked abruptly, " Where is 
Master Perry ?" 

" He isn't here now ; he's gone away over the sea." 

"Gone?" echoed the boy. "Then it is no use, this 
journey that I take." 

"Did you want him for anything?" said May, who saw 
by his manner that there was something on his mind. 
"Tell me; j>erhaps I can do as well." 

" No," said Pierrot, shaking his head; "you coukl be of 
no use, and they will kill him." 

"Kill who, Pierrot?" asked May, taking a tight grip of 
his jacket, for he made as though he would dart away in 
the darkness. " Tell me quickly, and if there is anything 
to be done, I will do it." 

" His friend, the big man that own the mills, is coming 
home to-night on the cars at 'leven o'clock," said the boy 
hurriedly. "His carriage no go meet him — everybody 
know then; but the coachman go to drive him home. He 
know my father and his men, and tell them the gen'ral 
have much money with him. They hide on the road, on 
the two roads, and when he go by they take him out and 
keep him till his people pay big money for him — hundred 
thousan' dollar. If he fight, why they put a knife in him 
and leave him — without his cash. Then folks say, ' It was 
the mill-hands murder him.' See? Now I must go, or 
Bino settle me the same." 

Before she could ask another question she was alone. 

May was quick-witted, and she understood it all without 
any more explanation. General Chandler was coming to 
Bellehurst, and, knowing how things stood, and fearing per- 
haps something of this very sort, would hire a conveyance 
in Bayford, instead of having his own carriage sent down 
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for him and thus making his expected arrival public. But 
he never trusted anybody to drive him but his own man — 
Perry had told her that — so Pete, the coachman, would go 
to perform that duty. May knew him by sight well. He 
was a stylish-looking mulatto, who sat on the box of the 
general's turnout as though he were monarch of all he sur- 
veyed. And now he had made an agreement to deliver his 
master into the hands of these robbers and cut-throats! 
The general always went armed — Perry had told her that 
too — and it wasn't likely he would submit to be robbed 
and carried off without resistance. What then ? Pierrot 
had told what would happen, and there would be no doubt 
as to its being the crime of the outraged workingmen. 

Could nothing be done ? A dozen plans chased each other 
through May's brain, but all seemed futile. No warning 
could be sent to Bellehurst — ^the roads were watched ; be- 
sides, there was no time. If papa were only home ! Was 
that the kitchen-clock striking the half hour? Half-past 
eight, and the express was due at eleven ! Only two hours 
and a half yet to spare ! There was a path through the 
woods, by which Fay and she had walked to Bayford sev- 
eral times since they began going to the academy. It was 
a shorter route than the road, IcvSsening the distance about 
a quarter of a mile. If she started now and ran fast, could 
she get there in time? But the darkness, the lonesome 
way! May's heart stood still at the rash suggestion that 
had presented itself. There must be some other way, or if 
there wasn't she couldn't help it. Then arose a vision of 
the old man going all unthinking to his doom, and of Mr. 
Arthur and kind Miss Nisbitt waiting to welcome him who 
might never return alive. But while she thus hesitated the 
precious moments were speeding by. 

Back to the house she ran and into the sitting-room, 
where Fay was dozing with a wet handkerchief laid across 
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her foreliead. Shrewsy was somewhere in the upper 
regions. 

"Fay! Fay!" she cried, gently shaking her, "I am 
going out, and tell papa not to be alarmed if I don't get 
back for a good while. I can't stop to tell you all now, 
but General Chandler is coming home to-night on the train, 
and they are lying in wait on both roads to rob and, maybe, 
murder him. I am going through the woods to Bay ford 
to prevent it, if I can." She w^as busily fastening a light 
knitted shawl about her, crossing it in front and knotting it 
behind to be out of her way. 

" May, are you out of your senses ?" cried Fay, jump- 
ing up, in her bewilderment unmindful of her throbbing 
temples. "Going to Bayford at this time of night, alone! 
through the woods I You shall not," holding her by the 
skirt of her dress. 

" Fay, let me go," said May, twitching it from her grasp. 
"There is no one else to do it, and I shall be all right. 
Only don't let papa be troubled about me." 

" But, May, who told you ? What does it all mean ? I 
will go with you." 

" No, no. Fay ; you must stay here." May, while dread- 
ing to go alone, knew her sister would be a hindrance to 
her rather than a help. ^' Good-bye ;" and with a kiss she 
was gone. 

Nearly four miles of gloomy woodland to traverse on a 
dark night and on such an errand ! A stouter heart than 
May's might have well quailed at the prospect. There was 
one comfort: there was no mistaking the path. It lay 
before her, well beaten by many feet, like a white thread 
between the trees. There was no moon, but the stars were 
out in all their glory. They seemed to May like so many 
friendly eyes smiling down upon her, and she beguiled the 
tedious journey by picking out the few constellations she 
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knew— Orion, the "Dipper/' the Plelad(js. Then she found 
that she must look down, not up, to keep from stumbling. 
It was not smooth walking. There were little hills and 
hollows made by the rain, and there were large stones and 
broken branches to be stepped over, and here and there the 
gnarled roots of the old forest trees stretched out right 
across the path. May got two or three pretty severe falla 
over these obstructions, for she could not always see them 
in the dark. Before half the distance was covered her 
clothes were torn and soiled from these falls on the ground 
wet with the heavy dew ; her hands and face were scratched 
from the briers and thorny wild-rose bushes ; the sand and 
pebbles got into her light house-slippers — she hadn't taken 
time to change them for her shoes — and her feet were sore 
and blistered. But she kept straight ahead. She couldn't 
run, as she would have liked to do, but she walked as 
rapidly as possible. ^When she felt her courage sinking 
and her fears getting the better of her, she began to repeat 
to herself and to hum overall the songs she could think of. 
She commenced with the new semi-chorus they had sung 
on reception-day at school, " Onward, Bonny Boat, be Fly- 
ing," but, somehow, it didn't help her much. "There's 
Music in the Air" and "From Wild Alpine Mountains" 
were no better. Then she tried the hymns. " Guide me, 
O Thou great Jehovah !" was the unspoken wish of her 
heart put into words ready for her use. " Hark, hark, mjr 
Soul !" was the essence of sweetness and good cheer. 

"Rest comes at length; though life be long and dreary, 
The day must dawn and darksome night be past; 
All journeys end in welcome to the weary, 
And heaven, the heart's true home, will come at last. 
Angels of Jesus, 

Angels of light. 
Singing to welcome 
The pilgrims of the night!" 
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She had always thought the words pretty when singing 
them in church, but she never felt what they meant until 
now, when she was really a "pilgrim" toiling on through 
the night. She was lonely and fearful no longer. She 
had company by the way, and she imagined she could 
almost hear the rustling of the angels' wings and the faint 
echo of their song. 

One other verse came to her. She could not tell when 
or where she had seen it, nor what were the stanzas that 
belonged with it. Bit by bit it glided out from the recesses 
of her memory and arranged itself in order: 

" Lead, kindly Light ! amid the encircling gloom 

Lead Thou me on ; 
The night is dark, and I am far from home ; 

Lead Thou me on. 
Keep Thou my feet ; I do not ask to see 
The distant scene ; one step enough for me." 

This she was still repeating over and over when the 
lights of Bayford appeared below her. There were not 
very many. Most of the good people had retired an 
hour ago, but the two hotels, the engine-house, and the 
railroad-station were brilliant with gas-jets. The hands 
on the station-clock indicated ten minutes to eleven as 
May stole into the shadow to reconnoitre. A blue-coated 
official paced the platform, evidently on the alert for the 
incoming express, and a solitary carriage stood on one 
side in waiting. Its yellow Jehu lounged back on tlie seat 
^Y\th his eyes half closed, and one door was thrown open 
in readiness for the passenger to get in. May took but 
a minute to decide what she would do. Watching her 
opportunity, and keeping still in the shadow, she crept 
up to the open door and stepped liglitly in, squeezing her- 
self as far as possible into tl)e remotest corner. The 
springs of the livery hack were not like those of the 
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BelleLurst clarence, or Pete would have felt the added 
weight. As it was, he never stirred. 

The shrill scream of the approaching locomotive was 
heard in the distance, then the clang of the swinging bell. 
Pete straightened himself into an upright position, and 
^lie long train swept up to the platform. 

"Well, here we are!" said the general cheerily Jis he 
appeared at the coach-door, valise in hand and a gentleman 
with him. "Step right in, Newton. — All the folks well, 
Pete?" 

" Yes, sar," replied the fellow, touching his hat with a 
broad grin on his face. 

The gentleman got in, and, preparing to take a back 
seat, plumped right down upon May in the corner. 

" Oh, excuse me !" he said, starting up again. " I am 
near-sighted, and in the darkness took the coax^h to be 
empty." 

General Chandler had thrown his traps on the front 
seat, and, following his friend, banged the coach-door to 
after him before he caught his exclamation and discovered 
that its inmates were one too many. 

" Why I why ! what's this ? who's here ?" he asked with 
his rapid utterance when annoyed or surprised. 

"General Chandler," said May quietly, "you must not 
go to Bellehurst to-night," She forgot that she was 
speaking to a man who could brook no such word as must 
from anybody, yet remembered to pitch her voice very low, 
that the driver might not hear. "A band of men are 
watching for you on each of the roads, and it was your 
Pete who gave them notice of your coming. He is one 
of them, and they will either carry you off for a ransom 
or put a knife in you. That's what Pierrot said." 

" Pooh ! pooh !" said the general testily. " An old sol- 
dier who has faced the fire of the rebel batteries is not to 
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be cowed by a handful of miscreants; besides, I ha^-e a 
trusty seven-shooter here that I can rely upon in an 
emergency/' 

*^ Lucius/' spoke up the other gentleman, " don't be fool- 
hardy. The child says that the coachman is in collusion 
with these would-be brigands. Collar him upon the spot 
and shake the truth out of him." 

" But he has been in my service over a year, and I have 
found him trustworthy in every respect. Such a proceed- 
ing would be simply ridiculous. — Who are you, child?" 

" May Gilbert, sir, and I have come four miles through 
the woods to warn you, and now you will not heed! 
Haven't you a good deal of money with you, sir?" 

"Why, yes — more than I usually carry." 

"So your coachman told these men. They aren't the 
mill-hands, sir. They are a band of Spaniards, and it 
was the son of one of them who came and gave me word. 
He was looking for Perry, who had been kind to him ; so 
when he wasn't to be had, I came in his place." 

"That settles it!" said the general, pulling the check- 
string. — "Pete, drive to the Occidental." 

"Sar?" in consternation. 

" Drive to the Occidental Hotel, I said," curtly. 

Pete "smelt a rat," and before the carriage had well 
stopped in front of the hotel-portico he had leaped down 
and attempted to run. But the general, in spite of his 
threescore years, was too smart for him, and he had only 
taken a few steps when he felt himself collared and swung 
round face to face with the muzzle of his master's seven- 
shooter. 

"Now, you rascal," said the general, "out with the 
whole, or your life isn't worth a moment's purchase!" 

" I will — oh, massa, I will ! I will !" cried the man, in hia 
abject terror going back to the patois of the days when he 
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hw] seen the slave-driver's uplifted lash siisj)endcd alK)ve 
Lis head. 

He was furnished with accommodations for the night in 
tlje "strong-room" of the court-house, and the next day- 
gave full information to a magistrate concerning the con- 
spiracy and those implicated in it. By means of his evi- 
dence and accurate description several of the gang, includ- 
ing Bino, were brought to justice. Pete himself was re- 
leased on condition that he decamped to other parts ; which 
he was very glad to do. 

As for May, that night was like a leaf taken from one of 
her favorite romances, rather than like a page in the his- 
tory of plain little May Gilbert ; only she was too tired to 
enjoy it. The general ordered a dainty little supper for the 
three in one of the private parlors of the hotel, and acted 
toward her as kindly and considerately as though he were 
her own father. But, notwithstanding her novel situation 
and the awe of his presence, she nodded and bobbed over 
her fried oysters and coffee, then bit her lips and pinched 
herself to keep awake, until he noticed her weariness and 
rang the bell for a maid to conduct her to a room. Such a 
big room it was, all to herself, with a great bed, the head- 
board of which towered up toward the ceiling, and hand- 
some furniture, and two large pier-glasses descending to the 
floor ! May felt herself an insignificant atom in the midst 
of so much space and splendor. 

The girl assisted her to undress, saw her comfortably into 
bed, then turned down the gas, and left her. Surely, never 
were feathers and soft linen so grateful before, but had her 
resting-place been a heap of straw, or even boards with a 
block for a pillow, she would have slept as profoundly that 
night, so utterly wornout was she. 

Long before the heavy lids unclosed in the morning, just 
as the first faint streaks of red heralded the dawn, a phy- 
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Bician's buggy, drawn by a jaded gray mare, rattled over the 
stones and up to the station. In it was Dr. Gilbert in 
search of his runaway daughter. Poor man ! it was a won- 
der her numberless escapades, and the anxiety she occasioned 
him thereby, had not turned his hair white before this. He 
had grown pretty well accustomed to her wild freaks ere 
now, but this was the wildest of all. He had not been able 
to leave his patient until after midnight, and w^hen he got 
home, what was his surprise to find the house in an up- 
roar ! Shrewsy, with her apron over her head, was weep- 
ing and wailing, and Fay almost. as bad. In explanation 
he heard an incoherent statement of which he could make 
neither head nor tail, except that May had gone through 
the woods alone to Bayford to be murdered instead of Gen- 
eral Chandler. As on the night when he had ridden in 
such hot haste after Betsey Cox, he now turned Jeannette's 
head away from her stable toward the distant town ; and 
that the mare had done double duty her smoking flanks and 
foam-flecked mouth gave evidence. 

At the station he learned that General Chandler had 
arrived the night before, and had put up at the Occidental. 
Thither he proceeded, though telling himself that he was 
engaged in a wild-goose chase, for the general surely had 
seen nothing of May, and would look upon his following 
him on such an errand as a piece of great impertinence. 
He was not yet up when the doctor inquired at the hotel, 
but the clerk told him that a young girl and a gentleman 
had come with him, and then, glad to retail the news to 
one who was ignorant of it, he told all he knew about Pete's 
arrest and the exposure of the plot to waylay the general. 
To make a long story short, the doctor breakfasted that 
morning with the general, and when the two vehicles stood 
at the door, waiting to convey the one to Bellehurst, the 
other to Apple-blossom Cottage, it was the general who 
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handed May to her seat by her father's side. " God bless 
you, my child!" he said gravely. Then, syringing the 
doctor's hand with a warmth his haughty reserve seldom 
allowed him to show, he entered his own carriage and was 
Miiirled rapidly away 

Before twenty-four hours the story was in everybody's 
mouth from Chandlers ville to Bay ford. How it spread so 
fast was a mystery, but Shrewsy started it at one end and 
the Bayford newsmongers at the other. Chloe and Jane 
and Ralph and the rest at Bellehurst set the ball rolling 
from that quarter ; one told another, until all three lines 
of intelligence met at a common centre, like the spokes of a 
wheel. May didn't relish the notoriety at all, and the doc- 
tor, who was a very quiet, retiring man, devoutly hoped 
that emergencies calling for his intrepid daughter's daring 
might be like angels' visits, " few and far between.'^ 

But if May was a madcap, there was method in her 
madness, and the results of her deed of heroism were far- 
reaching, and beyond what she herself had any idea of. 
One of these results alone might have been sufficient to 
reconcile her father to having such a restless element in 
the family, for it made him attending physician at Belle- 
hurst. This was the same as doubling his practice, for 
where Bellehurst led, all Chandlersville followed. If Dr. 
Gilbert was consulted by the Chandlers, nobody who wished 
to be considered "high-toned" would consult Dr. Gray. 
Sd before long that discomfited gentleman was obliged to 
take the brass plate from his door and go in search of 
pastures new, leaving his rival in undisputed possession 
of the field. 

17 H 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

TALENTS. 

THERE was call for Dr. Gilbert's services almost im- 
mediately. The general was taken down with an at- 
tack of malarial fever, contracted during his political tour. 
A very slight attack, to be sure, but then he was so unused 
to illness, and so impatient and irritable under the re- 
straints and inconveniences imposed by it, that he made 
more fuss and gave more trouble than another would have 
done in the extremity of suffering. The doctor, however, 
soon had the malady under control, and his patient was so 
pleased at the speedy relief afforded by his skilful treatment 
that he grew wonderfully free and sociable in his inter- 
course with him, and they conversed on subjects that under 
other circumstances it would have been impossible for the 
doctor to enter into with him. One of these lay very near 
the good physician's heart — the oppression and wrongs of 
the factory-people in the general's mills, who had now, by 
stress of necessity, gone back to work for the paltry com- 
pensation offered by the mill-owners. He did not say all he 
thought and felt about the matter, but in their discourse he 
lost no opportunity of picturing the destitution 6f the hands; 
their lives of unremitting toil from sunrise to sunset all the 
year round ; the ignorance and blight under which the chil- 
dren were growing up, all the light-heartedness and glad 
freedom of childhood crushed out by the stern struggle for a 
meagre existence in which they were engaged from infancy. 

194 
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He could not tell whether his words made any impression 
or not. The general listened without interrupting him, but 
gave no token that could be construed into an assent with 
his views or a weakening toward an adjustment of the 
abuses. Once Arthur was in the room, but if he was any 
more impressible than his father, like him he showed no 
outward sign. All the doctor could do was to persevere 
whenever he had the chance, and hope for the best. 

Then came the day when he thought a little honey-tea 
would be beneficial for the general. Now, in all the 
country round there was no honey to compare to that 
furnished by Shrewsy's bees. Indeed, it was the same 
with all the doctor's belongings under her charge. His 
cow was an ordinary one, of no prize breed or noted 
pedigree, yet she yielded him a couple of quarts of milk 
more per day than any cow of his neighbors, though of im- 
ported stock. He cultivated only about an acre of ground ; 
yet his corn and salad, his tomatoes and radishes, were sure 
to be larger, finer, better in every way, than those of the 
farmers around who gave their whole time and attention 
to the production of these market staples. He had but 
one plum tree and half a dozen apple trees on his place, 
but the fruit of these few was more abundant than that 
of twice their number in other orchards. Were ever finer 
plums eaten than the doctor's "purple-blooms"? and where 
Y/as the pippin or ru&set or winter greening that could 
surpass his? What was the secret? wherein did it lie? 
Not with the doctor — easy-going man! — who took no 
charge of anything outside of his pills and potions. The 
fields and garden that now blossomed and flourished like 
a little Eden would be a barren desert if dependent upon 
him to look after them. Then it must be Shrewsy. It 
was well known that she dug, hoed, and raked the garden 
herself, and Mike Murphy, who " chored " for the doctor, 
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vowed she was the hardest taskinistress he ever worked 
under. She would stand over him in the potato-patch 
while he dug the furrows and direct him ; she would lean 
over the fence and "boss" him as he ploughed; she 
would pile up the manure round the roots of the fruit 
trees herself, and thatch the ivy and the rose-bushes at the 
approach of cold weather. " In short," said Mike, " she's 
the very Ould Boy himself to get along wid, but the 
smartest w^oman iver kim forninst me since I left the 
county Kerry." 

But the w^iseacres could not be convinced. When did 
ever a parcel of old fogies give freely the honor due to 
a woman, especially when she distanced them on their 
own particular hobby? They all concluded there must 
be some distinct virtue in the doctor's little cow. Bran 
and mashes of potatoes and milk had nothing to do with 
it — ^all nonsense, sheer waste! The cow was a good one 
in the beginning, that was all. Then the land must be 
the most fertile in the neighborhood; perhaps, like that 
in the "Bluebell" song, 

" Heaven beamed 
With brightest sunshine there." 

As for the bees, theirs were only do-nothings, more drones 
than workers, while by some mistake the queen had led 
the way with a picked train of courtiers to the row of 
well-cared-for hives on the sunny side of the doctors 
garden-wall. 

Be that 2^ it may, Shrewsy had a monopoly of the 
" amber drips," and it must be she who should supply the 
principal ingredient in the general's tea, and May and Fay 
must be the little Hebes to carry the nectar up to Belle- 
hurst, as papa wished the general to commence taking it 
that evening. 
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Shrewsy j)laced the fresh combs, flowing with liquid 
Bweetness, layer over layer, in a new tin can, in which 
ice-cold well-water had first been allowed to stand until 
it was as cool as a refrigerator. On the top layer she laid 
a large cabbage-leaf just pulled from the garden, and 
around can, cover, and all she wrapped tightly a clean 
linen napkin. 

" The place has not altered anything/^ they said to each 
other as they walked up the long avenue at Bellehiirst. 
They half expected to see Perry come bounding down the 
broad steps to meet them, as he used to do. 

There was some one out on the piazza, and as they came 
nearer they saw that it was Mr. Arthur, wheeling himself 
slowly up and down in his great cushioned chair. He had 
been thinking, as he watched their approach, what a bit of 
beauty and color their bright young faces, light dresses, and 
knots of cardinal-red ribbon made on the dark-green back- 
ground of the oaks and elms. 

"Ah," he said, holding out his hand, thin and blue- 
veined from his recent illness, " here are our friends, the 
nightingale and the butterfly, come again. I had feared 
they were lost to our sight for good, flown to a more con- 
genial clime. — Your tresses are still minus an inch or two 
of their original length, I see. Psyche," readily telling 
which was she by her shorter curls, that now fell below 
her shoulders, but did not equal Fay's by about as much as 
he said. " What have you here ? Honey ? That's right ; 
I'm exceedingly fond of it. I wonder if I couldn't coax 
Cousin Bethiah to substitute maple syrup for it in father's 
mixture and give me the real substance ? It couldn't make 
much difference to him ; one sweet is the same as another/' 

If Mr. Arthur's health was poorer, his spirits were surely 
proportionately better. 

*^ Since that's so, you might as well take the syrup, and 
17 • 
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leave him the honey," said May; and Fay assured him they 
had plenty more, and Shrewsy would be happy to send him 
some when she knew he liked it so much. 

"Thank you," said he; "you are most kind. I shall 
therefore have to deny myself for the present, I suppose, 
and live on anticipation of the good time coming. You will 
find Miss Nisbitt inside, I think, but one will do to deliver 
the precious burden, will she not? — Psyche, stay here; I 
have something I want to talk with you about." 

May sat down on one of the bamboo chairs and waited, 
while Fay went into the house. 

" Next Wednesday is my birthday," he began, " and I'm 
going to celebrate it." 

May thought Mr. Arthur must indeed be very m^ch 
altered to think of such a thing, but as she could not say 
so to him, she only remarked that she was glad. 

" You see," he went on, " it's a long time now since I 
kept the day, and Fve almost forgotten how; besides, I 
want to make this a memorable occasion. . Could you 
advise me?" 

" I'm afraid not," said May doubtfully. " Our birthday 
comes in winter, and last time papa gave us a sleigh-ride to 
Bayford and back. The year before that he gave us each 
a workbox, and Shrewsy always bakes a great frosted cake 
with our monogram and the year on it. It's too funny, 
that monogram ! You'd never guess what it was meant for 
unless you were told, and then it would be hard to make it 
out. Her idea of a monogram is the & right atop of the 
M, and the F right atop of the &, and the letters them- 
selves are the queerest shapes ! Last time it looked like a 
dromedary, with the points of* the M for the humps; the 
two ends and the bottom of the & and the F for legs, all 
bunched up together; the little twist in the & for the tail; 
and the head of the F for the head of the animal. I sup- 
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pose a cake wouldn't be enough to celebrate your birth- 
day?'' 

" Well, I had thought of having a good many more cakes 
than one, though that any of them will be as unique and 
elaborate in finish as that you have described I can scarce- 
ly hope. Do you think a garden-party would be a good 
idea?" 

" Oh, splendid !" wondering if he were in earnest, and if 
so who would be the guests. 

" We could throw the whole place open for the day," he 
said musingly, " put up marquees on the lawn for dancing 
and shade, and have the tables laid out yonder under the 
trees. They so very rarely have a holiday, poor people ! 
1 would compress the enjoyments of many into one if I 
could." 

"What can he mean?" thought May. "What poor 
people is he talking about?" 

" I should have to depend to a great extent upon you and 
your sister," pursued Mr. Arthur. " You know most of 
the hands, I think, and can tell what would be likely to 
give them pleasure, whereas we are altogether strangers to 
them, and our presence even might only embarrass them 
and act as a damper on their happiness." 

" The hands !" exclaimed May — " a party for the work- 
people !" 

" Why not ?" asked Mr. Arthur, smiling at her astonish- 
ment. "Is it such a very strange thing? Don't you 
suppose they would care as much for a party as other 
folks?" 

" Oh yes, sir — ^a thousand times more. That isn't whei-e 
the strangeness comes in. It is that — ^" 

" I have buried this talent in the earth so long," con- 
cluded he as she hesitated. " Yes, Psyche, I can't deny it, 
but now that I have commenced the process of unearthing^. 
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I shall never rest until all these neglected treasures see the 
light and are placed where they will have a chance to mul- 
tiply. You told me there were more than one, you know. 
I have been taking stock lately of myself and my belong- 
ings, to see where I might stand on the score of indebted- 
ness, and I find what I took to be gold was dross, and vice 
versd. — By the way, are you going to the Centennial Ex- 
position ?" 

" No, sir,'^ regretfully. " Papa did mean to take us, but 
he feels he cannot be spared. He's very sorry, and so are 
we too, for we shall never see another Centennial.'^ 

"No, it's very unlikely, unless you far outlive the 
allotted threescore and ten ; but it's an ill wind that blows 
nobody good. This disappointment of yours may be a 
stroke of good-fortune for me. I should like to go to this 
colossal exhibition too, but that is out of the question ; so 
the next best thing is for me to send a substitute — one who 
will take in and remember everything worthy of notice, 
and bring me such a vivid account of it that I can imagine 
I see it all before me. Then there is another thing. I am 
an exhibitor, and this deputy of mine must seek out my 
art-specimen, see how and where it is placed, and listen for 
the criticisms bestowed upon it by the throng. By this 
means I can judge whether or not I am justified in classing 
my aptitude with the sculptor's tools as a talent Miss Nis- 
bitt is going to Philadelphia this month, but I cannot en- 
trust her with this great responsibility, for she is very for- 
getful, and those things I should especially care for are the 
very ones she would pass by unheeded. She was wishing 
only this morning she had some bright, youthful compan- 
ion to take with her to enliven the journey. Now, what I 
have to propose is this : that Fay and yourself favor Cousin 
Bethiah with your cheerful company upon the trip, and me 
with your gleanings on your return. She will take the 
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best of care of you, see that you miss none of the sights, 
and bring you baxjk safe and sound to your father again. 
That's a fair exchange and a mutual accommodation, 
isn't it?" 

How delicately he put it, calling such a one-sided weight 
of kindness an "accommodation"! Surely, May's and 
Fay's cup of bliss was full to overflowing. A garden- 
party at Bellehurst and a visit to the Centennial to look 
forward to! Their stars were in the ascendant. 

They were very important personages in those days 
when the coming birthday-f§te got noised abroad and the 
share they were to take in it was known. Daisy Foster 
and Dora Caxton and the rest of the girls — who, not work- 
ing in the mills, were not eligible to an invitation — were 
dying with envy and jealousy. On this point Mr. Arthur 
was firm. Except May and Fay, no one but the "hands" 
could cross the charmed boundary of the great gates on his 
festal-day. Very hard this seemed to the remainder of the 
community, who had so long sighed for a glimpse of what 
lay beyond those impassable barriers ; and they could not 
understand why " those Gilberts " were tendered a privi- 
lege denied to them. May and Fay, on their part, quickly 
discovered the sentiment in vogue, and fanned it by telling 
of the great preparations making — how there were two 
fiddlers and a harpist engaged to furnish music for the 
dancing ; how two new pleasure-boats had been put upon 
the lake; and how a store of .fireworks had been laid iu 
for the evening. Then the dissatisfied ones took another 
tack : " It would be decenter for General Chandler to pay 
his people living wages the year round than to pay fiddlers 
to set thom dancing on empty stomachs one day out of the 
three hundred and sixty-five." 

But Arthur knew what he was about. There was no 
needless outlay — only just enough money spent to ensure 
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a simpk, healthful day's enjoyment to the two hundred 
and fifty-odd guests. He had read of the sports at Donny- 
brook Fair, and thought it might be a good hit to have 
some similar; so there was to be a sack-race and a w^heel- 
barrow-race, an ascent of a soaj>ed pole, and an award of 
a pig to the one who .couW catch and firmly hold !iie 
"squealer" by his well-greased tail. As for the rest of 
the entertainment, the gardens furnished plenty of fruit 
and flowers, and Chloe saw to the substantials. These 
were of the plainest character. First came soda-biscuits 
buttered and cut in two, with shavings of cold ham, tongue, 
or chicken in the middle ; then cake in many varieties, but 
none of it rich ; lemonade and fruit ; lastly, ice-cream. 
This was the crowning glory of the feast. Ice-cream was 
an unattainable delicacy to most of the Checkervillians, 
who, unless they sometimes in winter mixed a little snow 
and milk and sugar together, and flavored the compound 
with a squeeze of lemom, never tasted the like. But on 
this gala-day there were ice-creams flavored with straw- 
berry, chocolate, and vanilla, which were so laid in the 
moulds that everybody's slice contained an equal quanti- 
ty of each. Then the moulds ! One was a representation 
of George Washington on horseback; another, a fortress 
with mounted cannon on the ramparts; another, an 
immense pineapple. No amount of description could 
tell how pretty the cream looked w^hen it came out in 
these shapes, streaked in red, white, and brown. Fay- 
said it was a pity it wasn't red, white, and blue, but then 
indigo was the only extract that CDuld give the latter col- 
or, and it might not taste quite as palatable as chocolate ; 
80 it was probably well as it was. But the masterpiece wa3 
a " plum-pudding " of vanilla cream with raisins, citron, 
and real French bon-bons frozen in it. Really, Chloe would 
have made a fortune had she "hired out" with Delmonico 
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or rinard, but she would have rejected such a hint with 
scorn. She had ^ alius lived wid de fustest families, so she 
had. Eatin'-houses and sich-like might do fur poor white 
trash and niggers of no 'count, but fur a 'spectable cuUud 
pusson, dey wuz 'neath dem altogedder.' 

May and Fay were frequent visitors to Chloe's kitchen 
while these culinary operations were going on, and it was 
thus they learnt how this extraordinary revolution at Belle- 
hurst was brought about. Like most of her race, Chloe 
was very loquacious, and would talk on and on without 
ever stopping when she got started on one of her favorite 
"strings," the principal of which was "Mars' Arthur.'' 
She had held him in her arms when an hour-old baby, 
and the devotion she felt for him at that moment had only 
heightened and increased during the twenty-six years of 
his life. In her eyes he was the handsomest, noblest, best 
of earth, the sum of all human perfections — without flaw 
or blemish. 

"Why, bless yo'r hearts, chillen !" she said, "dis yere 
is all Mare' Arthur's work, and he's pay in' fur it hisse'f, 
so he is. It ud be de millen'um 'fore Mars' Chandler 'low 
sich goin's-on ef 'twarn't fur him stickin' to him and 
urgin' him like he did. ^Father,' sez he, 'how kin we 
hope fur a blessin' when we grind down dose under us 
in dis way ?' I was up stairs, waitin' fur Miss Nisbitt to 
bring me de orders fur breakfast, and Mars' Arthur and 
his pa wur right in de nex' room, wid de door open atween ; 
so, yo' see, I couldn't ha' help hearin. ' Father,' sez he, ' I 
don't ask yo' to gib up anyt'ing ; on'y let me do it. There's 
Nabob, now, yo' is keepin' fur nuffin' ; he might be sold ; 
and I t'ink I kin git 'long widout John. He's mighty 
'spensive, and Ralph could come and gib me a helpin' 
hand when I needed it. Den dat's de super'ntendent at 
de mill, that are Buckhout ; I could save his sal'ry. I could 
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keep 'counts and look arter t'ings as well 's he does, and 
better too.' 

" ^ Sho', Arthur !' sez de gin'ral ; ' what yo' talkin 'bout? 
Yo' done forgit yo' a Chandler and my son.' Yo' see, de 
ole gcn'leman wuz gittin' mad, he's so proud of his 'risto- 
cratic blood. 

" Don Mars' Arthur spoke right up, not a spec' put out: 
* No, father, I don't forgit, but I want to honor de name 
'stead ob disgracin' it ; which I'd do if I set quiet and let 
dis great wrong go on, 'Sides which, ud yo' raddcr have 
me shut up here in de house, 'belliu' 'gainst de Lord's will, 
or gwine 'bout His work wid de powers He has lef ' me ?' " 

" * 'Pears like it's Buckhout's work yo' want to do,' sez 
de gin'ral. 

" * Charit}^ 'gins at home, father,' Mars' Arthur sez. 
^ Yo' say yo' can't 'ford to pay more to de hands, but if I 
save yo' Buckhout's sal'ry, dey kin hab dat, can't dey?'" 

" * How yo' gwine to git dar ?' sez Mars' Chandler. 

" * In de phaeton, and Ralph and one ob de men will 
help me in and out.' 

^*'And yo' want to sell Nabob?' Mars' Chandler sez 
nex'. ^ I t'ought yo' cared more fur him den dat.' 

" ' Nabob's but a brute, father,' sez Mars' Arthur, ' but 
dese people hab bodies and souls to be fed, same 's our own/ 

"Dem wuz his bery words; and den Miss Nisbitt she 
corned in, and I didn't hear no more ; but Mars' Arthur 
must ha' got his way, 's he alius does, fur, shuah's yo'r dar, 
Nabob and two of de carri'ge-hasses wuz sent off last week, 
and John he's got his discharge, and Mars' Chandler is 
gwine to git him a sit'ation wid a gen'leman friend ob his, 
and Ralph's gwine to be coachman place ob Pete, and dar's 
to be no groom. I tell yo', honeys, dar's a big change oom- 
?n' 'bout in dis yere house, and Mars' Arthur's gwine to 
be hisse'f again. Bress de Lord dat Chloe's ole eyes see do 
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day, fur de sunsliine done died out when he was tooken 
dcwn, five years ago dis bery summer!" 

It rather threatened rain when two anxious little sky- 
gazei's took their last observations the night before the 
twentieth, but the morning broke as gloriously auspicious 
as even their eager wishes would make it. They were up 
at Bellehurst early, helping Miss Nisbitt arrange the tables. 
One centre-piece, a tall epergne laden with fruit and flow- 
ers, Fay designed and fixed herself; and the general. Miss 
Nisbitt, and Mr. Arthur agreed it was as tastefully and 
handsomely done as anything of the kind they had ever 
seen. 

The marble balustrades of the piazza were festooned 
with American flags, and the Stars and Stripes floated 
proudly from the highest peak of the dancing-marquee. 
In less exalted positions were displayed nearly all the 
other national ensigns and banners, from the "union 
jack " of England to the royal quarterings of Spain, from 
the crescent of Turkey to the white elephant of Siam. 

Promptly at the hour named the Checkervillians began 
to arrive. About fifty came at first in a batch, as if they 
had met together and walked in a body up to the house. 
There was no formal reception awaiting them, for the gen- 
eral declined to make his appearance at all ; but the wide 
extent of lawn and pleasure-ground lay before them, with 
everything at hand to conduce to their enjoyment; and 
they were more than satisfied. Soon they had scattered 
over every portion of the estate. The children seized 
upon the swings; some of the young folks started a 
dance; others formed a ring for "Copenhagen" on the 
grass; the elderly people sat and chatted while looking 
on, or wandered through the winding walks and ovrer 
the terraces. 

18 
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It was not until they were all gathered about the long 
tables, in the best possible humor for tucking away a few 
of the sandwiches piled up in such goodly profusion on the 
trays, that they saw any of the household. Then John, 
stepping forward, requested their attention for a few min- 
utes, as Mr. Arthur Chandler wished to speak to them. 

No one in the assembly had ever seen him, though his 
misfortune was common talk, and now over two hundred 
pairs of eyes were turned, as if by one impulse, toward the 
wheeled chair which John pushed out to the edge of the 
piazza in full view. A year previously Arthur would have 
shrunk from that curious, commiserating stare as from a 
plague ; but, as Chloe said, " A mighty change had tooken 
place," and he bore it unflinchingly, though a faint flush 
colored his pallid cheek and mounted upward to the thin 
temples. 

" My friends," he said— and there was no uncertain note 
in the deep musical voice, even those farthest away from 
him hearing every syllable — " I am glad to see you all here 
to-day, and I hope very soon to become better acquainted 
with you. My father has appointed me his superintendent 
in place of Mr. Buckhout, whose term of service will ex- 
pire at the end of the month ; and I trust in that capacity 
to win your confidence and friendship. I shall always be 
happy to see any of you who may wish to speak to me in 
my officje at the mill, from ten to twelve o'clock daily, or at 
other times here at my home. Have no hesitation in com- 
ing to me il there is any way in which I can further your 
interests, for they will be identical with my own. I have 
several new measures in contemplation, only two of which 
I will now mention. This day shall be kept as a holiday 
so long as it pleases God that I remain among you, and 
in recognition of its inauguration my father has empow- 
ered me to announce that your wages, from the lowest to 
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£he highest, shall be raised twenty per cent, above what 
they were when the last reduction was made.'' 

They looked away from the speaker, and from one to 
another, as if seeking to gather in the full import of his 
words ; then such a shout rent the air as the stately ave- 
nue and noble old trees had never heard since the oalcs 
were acorns and the gravel a part of the hoary rock. With 
one accord they were on their feet; the men waved their 
hats, the women their handkerchiefs, the girls their bon- 
note or their aprons; and above all the hubbub one old 
grandmother screamed out, " Good luck to yer honor, and 
may ye have as many birthdays as Methuselah !" 

Though Arthur could not second the wish, the sight 
of their rejoicing was more than enough to repay him for 
any little self-denial he had exercised on their accoimt. 

This was the event of the day. It passed away as all 
days pass, be they marked by pleasure or woe. The fes- 
tivities were prolonged till a late hour, a calcium light and 
the glare of the fireworks making night brilliant as noon. 
Then great straw-wadded farm-wagons carried the tired 
people home. 

" Well,'' said May quaintly as her father threw open the 
door of their own modest cottage, " Fay's ideal man, after 
papa, is King Arthur of the Round Table, but mine ia 
Mr. Arthur C handler of Bellehurst." 
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CHAPTER XV. 

SIGHT-SEEING, 

"pOOD-BYE! good-bye! good-bye! good-bye!'' 

^J The party on the stoop waved adieus, May and Fay 
threw kisses back to papa, Ealph cracked hLs whip briskly, 
and they were off for the Centennial on a beautiful morn- 
ing in 1876. 

May's curiosity as to how it would feel to ride behind 
the high-stepping bays was at last gratified. At her own 
request she occupied the high seat by the side of Ralph, 
whence she beamed recognition upon every one they passed 
on the road, whether Miss Cantrell, the village dressmaker, 
Hepsy Bly, the deacon's stout " help," or little Joe Hoyt, 
who scraped the sheepskins up at the mill. All were 
equally friends of May ; all were sincere in their regard 
for her, and unfeigned in their well-wishes, signified by a 
broad smile or a nod of the head. 

Fay, on the back seat with Miss Nisbitt, was much dis- 
turbed at these indiscriminate greetings, but there was no 
way of checking them, for her sister was beyond the mnge 
of her disapproving glances. Not that Fay would have 
*' cut " any of those old acquaintances had she been any- 
where than in the Bellehurst carriage — and not even then 
had not Miss Nisbitt been with her — but she considered it 
might not be pleasing to that lady to have companions who 
were " Hail, fellow ! well met !'' with every ploughboy 
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and ragged, barefooted child they saw on the way. Fay 
was all propriety, and now she interpv)sed her new sun- 
shade between herself and the loiterers at the cottage-doors, 
whom May bent herself nearly double in order to salute, 
and kept up an eager conversation with Miss Nisbitt about 
tlie pleasantness of the morning, the route which they 
should take, and the things she should especially like to 
see when they got to the Exhibition. Vain stratagem ! 
Pride goes before a fall. 

" Oh, Fay, here is Mike, and I forgot all about asking 
him to look after my guinea-hens while I am gone! — 
Would you mind Ralph^s slowing up just one minute 
while I tell him. Miss Nisbitt?" 

" Why, May !" said Fay, speaking with some asperity, 
" how can you ask such a thing? We will be late for the 
train." 

"There is plenty of time," said Miss Nisbitt, taking 
out her watch. " Let Ralph stop by all means ; I would 
not that thy guinea-fowls should starve through my churl- 
ishness." 

She smiled as she said it, and she smilea yet mure when 
she saw Mike, in a crownless old hat, on the top of a load 
of stones, stubble and other rubbish in Farmer Blake's 
old ox-cart. He drew up his clumsy yoke of oxen along- 
side the carriage, and with a flourish of the dilapidated 
brim, and "The top o' the mornin' to yez, leddies!" 
listened to May's directions about the cherished hens. 

"And you'll remember the meal — a little soaked in 
warm water — once a day, after the corn, Mike?" 

" Sure, I wouldn't go and lave out the dessart," with 
a grin. " Well, good health and a folne time to yez 'til 
we sees yez again !" with another wave of the straw 
brim. 

"The same to you, Mike!" called out May heartily 
18* 
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after him; but Fay was too deeply mortified to 8i)eak, 
The rencontre had taken place directly in front of Mrs. 
Foster's house, and there was Daisy peering through the 
blinds. Chariot of state, high-born associate, new gray 
cloth ulster, and real leghorn hat, — all eclipsed by an 
ox-cart! It was too bad! 

" That seems an honest, good-hearted fellow,'' remarked 
Miss Nisbitt as Mike and his vehicle were left behind. 

" Oh, he's just as good as he can be," said May warmly, 
*^and so obliging! I believe if we asked him to stand 
on his head, he'd do it, or make the attempt, at any rate. — 
Why, we're almost at the station I" she exclaimed shortly 
afterward ; " I didn't think we were halfway yet. And 
there's Flo Hunt and Laura Lindsay standing near the 
waiting-room door," she added as they drew up to the 
curb. — "Suppose they should be going too. Fay?" 

They were, but not in the same car ; and Fay had the 
inexpressible satisfaction of following Miss Nisbitt into 
a Pullman palace-car, while their friends took tlieir places 
among the less-assuming passengers. 

It was eight o'clock A. M. when the train left the station, 
and at four that afternoon it stood at the terminus in Phil- 
adelphia. It was a long, hot, dusty ride, and the travellers 
were in no way sorry to stretch their cramped limbs by 
exercising their own powers of locomotion once more. 

" Cab ! cab ! cab !" shouted a score of men with numbers 
engraved on plates fastened to their coat-laps. "Here 
you are now !" cried another score of men holding open 
as many stage-doors, and almost forcing the pedestrians to 
enter. " This way ! this is the car you want !" from a 
small army of conductors, holding up one hand, with the 
other on the bell-strap, as though these were the last cars 
that would ever set out for the especial localit}'^ t<j which 
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they were bound, and they were in imminent danger of 
being left behind. 

" 'Seems as if," said May when they had extricated them- 
selves from the hubbub and were quietly proceeding toward 
their hotel, — " 'seems as if they were urging you to take a 
ride for nothing." 

" Yes," replied Miss Nisbitt ; " and that was the natural 
mistake the servant of a friend of mine in New York once 
made. The girl had but lately landed, a ' greenhorn,' and, 
being sent by her mistress on an errand, had to stand on 
the corner of the street to let a stage pass by. The driver 
saw her standing there, and held up his hand. She thought 
he was beckoning to her to enter, and, hurrying over, got 
in. She had not long been geated when he called for her 
fare. She had no money with her, and of course the stage 
was stopped and she had to alight. 

" ' Sure, ma'am,' she said when relating the occurrence to 
her mistress, ^ I wouldn't have thought of the like if he 
hadn't as good as axed me in ; and then to think he should 
be so imperlite as to want pay !' How we used to laugh at 
her I and she used to laugh herself when she came to un- 
derstand the customs of the country better." 

General Chandler had sent on, bespeaking rooms for them 
at one of the principal hotels some days before, but Miss Nis- 
bitt knew that they should have to take any they could get, 
for there was no choice to be had in the crowded city. All 
the hotels and most of the boarding-houses were filled to 
overflowing, and she thought they Avere very fortunate iu 
finding two small rooms reserved for them on the hotel's 
fifth story. But if modern invention planned these eyries 
in the sky, it also planned a means of reaching them with- 
out endangering the bursting of a blood-vessel ; and they 
were carried up quite pleasantly and comfortably on the 
elevator. 
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Their rooms had a door opening from one to the other, 
and were plainly but neatly furnished. May tnd Fay, 
washed and brushed, went to the window to look out. 
They were so high up that their vista consisted mostly 
of roofs and chimneys, but beyond these, they knew, lay 
the Schuylkill, and that near the gleaming line of water 
stood a group of low but widespread ing buildings, which 
were those of the Great Exhibition. 

May put out her head to look down into the street, but 
drew it back again almost instantly, saying, " It makes one 
terribly dizzy. Fay. The people appear smaller than Gulli- 
ver's Liliputians, and the horses attached to wagons look 
like ants dragging kernels of grain." 

"May," said Fay severely, "have you never been told 
how utterly unallowable it is to lean out of an open win- 
dow in a city or town?" 

" Why, yes," said May, " but then, you see, I am so used 
to living in the country — where, thank Goodness! it is 
allowable — that I fail to remember the rules laid down for 
those who are not so happily situated. Where is the harm, 
anyhow, if I take care not to fall out? If it lies in being 
seen by the folks on the street, you can infringe the law 
with impunity up here, for nobody could get a glimpse of 
you unless they twisted their heads off in the attempt." 

" It doesn't matter if there is nobody within a hundred 
miles to see you," said Fay. " You wouldn't eat with your 
fingers because there was nobody by to see that you did not 
use a fork." 

" Oh, Fay I what a girl you are !" laughed May. " What 
in the world has looking out of a window to do with such 
an important thing as decency in eating?" 

"A really well-bred person is as particular in minute 
matters as in great," said Fay sedately, " and in a desert as 
at a court To slight the little points of good manners is 
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like sweeping the middle of a room and leaving the corners 
untouched. — That reminds me, May. Don't you think it 
would be better, dear, if you were not quite so free with 
strangers and — and — the lower class of people while we are 
with Miss Nisbitt?" 

The incident of Mike and the ox-cart still rankkd iu 
Fay's memory, and at the way-station where they stopped 
for luncheon May had made friends with a dirty-facal, cry- 
ing little urchin, just able to toddle about, taken him on 
her lap, and finally returned him soothed and crowing to 
his tired-out mother with a stick of molasses candy in his 
chubby fist. 

"Dear me. Fay!" she said, "your name ought to be 
Etiquette. It is altogether against the grain for me to be 
either a toady or a hypocrite, which I should be if I acted 
in that way. Do come down from your stilts now, there's 
a darling ! and look at this organ-grinder on the corner. I 
do believe he has a monkey;" and out went May's head 
again. 

Fay sighed despairingly ; May was incorrigible. 

When they went down to tea Miss Nisbitt met a number 
of friends among the transient guests at the hotel, and May 
too recognized one face she had seen before — that of Mr. 
Newton, her near-sighted acquaintance of Bayford. He 
remembered her likewise, for, after he had shaken hands 
with Miss Nisbitt, he turned to her, then caught sight of 
Fay, seemed puzzled, looked back at May again, then said, 
" One of these young ladies is not a stranger to me, yet 
which of the two I am at a loss to tell." 

Then Miss Nisbitt introduced him to both the girls, 
adding, " May was the heroine of whom thou art thinking 
in connection with thy last visit to Bellehurst, Friend New- 
ton, and I am sure Fay would also have been equal to the 
occasion had the necessity devolved upon her." 
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Mr. Newton was a distant relative of Miss Nisbltt's, and 
a wealthy bachelor. He was alone at the Centennial, and 
had no pressing demand either upon his time or services. 
So he kindly devoted himself to Miss Nisbitt and hei 
young charges during their stay. 

That evening he took the girls to see the pantomime of 
Humpty-Dumpfy. Though so fond of acting, May and 
Fay had never seen a performance, and the antics of the 
Clown and of Pantaloon, with the adventures of the lovers 
Harlequin and Columbine, amused them greatly. But Fay 
was most pleased with a man who played tunes on tum- 
blers by striking the bottoms with a short stick, and a girl 
who played " Yankee Doodle " with one hand and " Tramp, 
Tramp, Tramp !" with the other at the same time upon the 
harp, both tunes being distinctly and unbrokenly carried 
through to the end. 

"You are fond of music ?'^ asked Mr. Newton, attracted 
by her rapt attention. 

" Yes, sir, I love it,'' said Fay simply. 

" If that is so, you ought to hear something worth while 
before you leave the city. We will see if we cannot arrange 
it so." 

" Well, my dears, did you find Humpty-Duvipty to your 
liking ?'' inquired Miss Nisbitt when they rejoined her at 
the hotel. 

" Oh yes, ma'am,'' said Fay. 

"Only, it's so silly," qualified May, who liked things 
that " lasted," and, trying to go all over the performance 
again, found she couldn't put it together. There was no 
connection between the incidents to make then "hang." 
All but a few of the most striking parts had evaporated, 
and nothing remained but a sense of rollicking fun through- 
out. 

" Thee must know there is little in these play-houses that 
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!s not eithor silly or hurtful, child. I myself do not ap- 
prove of tliem, but I let thee go to-night that thee might 
not be dull by being tied to an old woman, and because I 
did not wish to seem to slight Friend Newton's kindness. 
I knew that if Humpty-Dumpty did not edify thee, at let-st 
it would not sully thy pure mind. But, now that I think 
of it, there is a play going on here at present that I shall 
take pains for thee to see. It will give thee food for thought 
for many a day." 

It was Unde Tom^s Cabin that she referred to, and she 
went with them to the matin6e the next afternoon. It need 
scarcely be said that the pathetic tale touched their hearts, as 
it has touched thousands of other hearts both old and young 
before and since. Who can resist a smile at Topsy's vaga- 
ries, or refrain from the tribute of a tear when angel Eva 
"falls asleep"? 

On another evening during their sojourn in Philadelphia 
Mr. Newton took them all to a sacred concert, and Fay 
heard Handel's " Hallelujah Chorus " rendered by an ex- 
cellent orchestra and nearly two hundred trained voices. 
All the way home she never spoke, and even when Mr. New- 
ton was taking his leave she hardly seemed to know it. 

" Miss Fay is in Dreamland," he said when he had twice 
bidden her " good-night " without getting a response. 

"Nay, rather in Spiritland," gently said Miss Nisbitt, 
who had been almost as much affected by the sublimity 
of the music as she. — "Fay, child," raishig her voice, 
"what is it?" 

"Gh, Miss Nisbitt," with that far-away look in l.er 
eyes that gave rise to her father's anxious forebodings, 
"don't you think when we get there it will sound like 
that — the song of the hundred and forty-and-four thousand 
that stand around the throne? Didn't that description fit 
it exactly — ' the voice of many waters' ? Oh, Miss Nisbitt, 
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if sucli are the songs of earth, what must be the songs of 
heaven !" 

What, iudeed! "Ear hath not heard, neither hath it 
entered into the heart of man to conceive." 

Fay's was a dream that could bear no rude awakening, 
BO Mr. Newton departed without again addressing her. 

So nmch for the evenings. Three whole days were 
spent at the Exposition, and yet they felt that three more 
would not "do'' it thoroughly. It was like going up 
the Hudson River in a steamboat.. Some one might 
point out to you and say, " There ! those are the Palisades ; 
on this side, through the trees, you can see the gables of 
Irving's house; now we are opposite West Point;" but 
what idea of Sleepy Hollow or the great military training- 
school could you get from that? You might boast you 
had seen them, to be sure, but your knowledge of them 
would begin and end there. So with Miss Nisbitt and the 
girls. They saw everything that was to be seen, but could 
not spend as much time in examining each separate thing 
as a full comprehension of it demanded. May, however, 
did the best she could. 

*^ Oh, do wait. Miss Nisbitt !" she implored as that lady 
was pressing on past some intricate machinery in motion. 

"Why, surely, child, thee cannot care for this? It is 
only intelligible to engineers." 

" But Mr. Arthur might care, ma'am, and I should be 
80 sorry not to be able to describe it to him ! I wonder 
how that cylinder is worked? Do you think I might 
inquire of the man in charge?" 

It was a newly-patented invention for boring in rocks 
fathoms below the sur&ce, and the patentee, who stood 
by, tried to explain its principles, but he could not altogetlier 
avoid technical terms, and, after all, as May said^ "it waa 
just about as clear as mud" to her. 
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In this same spirit she dived as far as poasible into tlie 
depths of all that came within her ken, and she collected 
quite a little store of articles serving to illustrate different 
phases of the Exhibition. One of these was a red, white, 
and blue badge dependent from a spread eagle, and sup- 
porting in its turn a miniature bell — a perfect copy, even 
to the crack, of that which first proclaimed independence ; 
another, a roll from the celebrated Vienna Bakery. 

" Why, yot -polish child!" said Fay; "you don't sup- 
pose Mr. Arthur can eat a roll a week old, do you?" 

" He might," said May. " I've seen Shrewsy take buns 
a little stale and moisten them with water, then put them 
in the oven for a few minutes, and they were almost as 
fresh as at first. I will get her to do so with this before 
I give it to him." 

She had early discovered the location of his "art-speci- 
men." He had not told her what it was, and she had 
never thought to ask, but a catalogue gave her the desired 
information. She looked down the long list of exhibitors^ 
names commencing with C. There was no Arthur P. 
Chandler, but there was an A. P. C, and opposite the 
initials, in large caps, " Group in marble — Cupid and 
Psyche. Sculptor, Benedict R. Richards." 

It had been accorded o, conspicuous place in one of the 
naves, and thither May contrived to go, if only for a few 
minutes, on each of the three days, and stand by the guard- 
rail listening to the comments the group drew from the 
crowd of passers-by. These were characteristic of those 
who made them. 

** That is beautiful," said a fine-looking, large-souled old 
gentleman — "nobly conceived and nobly executed. — Just 
fee those faces, Clara," to a young lady, seemingly his 
daughter, who leant on his arm, "and the graceful pose 
of the figures! Pity the artist hasn't given us his full 
i» 
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name I But no matter: he cannot keep it long hidden. 
The man who could create such a gem as that will not 
be allowed to remain in obscurity/^ 

" What if it should be a woman ?" asked the young lady, 
mischievously. 

" My words would hold good all the same. Certainly, 
there is a Harriet Ilosmer as well as a Hiram Powers." 

"How nice that was!'' thought May. "Mr. Arthur 
will be pleased when he hears it, I kno^-^ 

The next who spoke were a couple hailing from the 
Green Mountains or thereabout, and evidently killing two 
birds with one stone by making a trip to the Centennial 
coincident with their wedding-tour. They were highly be- 
decked and bedizened — she, radiant in a lavender poplin 
and pink bonnet, bracelets, brooch, and earrings; he, re- 
splendent in plaid suit, purple necktie, showy seal-ring, 
and a yard or so of watch-chain. 

" ' Cupid and Pish,' " she said, reading. " I s'pose Pish 
is the girl. La ! what a name ! When they were a-choos- 
in' one, why couldn't they take something pretty, like Sera- 
phina or Victorine ? I dote on them names." 

" Or Letitia Jane," said he. " That's the pootiest name 
in the univarse for me." 

She simpered, he chuckled delightedly, and the twain 
passed on. 

"Horrors!" said May to herself — "Cupid and Letifia 
Jane! What next, I wonder?" 

A seedy, long-haired individual, with eye-glasses, accom- 
panied by a friend, stopped to examine Arthur's work. 
"Really," he said, "I could do better than that myself. 
Wrong treatment of the subject altogether. I would have 
Cupid lying asleep, and Psyche bending over him with a 
lamp. Did you ever see my painting of the Nine Muses, 
Gej*ald ? It's superb ! Sent it up to the Academy, but it 
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"Wasn't hung. It's all influence, you are aware, and those 
fellows are jealous of a rising genius, and club together to 
keep him down." 

"What self-conceit !'' thought May. "No wonder bis 
picture wasn't hung." 

The next parfy was a family of four, plainly of vue 
"shoddy" type. 

"Mr. Smith," said the wife, "how like these marble 
children are to our Alonzo and Imogene ! If they had 
been copied to the life the resemblance could not be great- 
er." (May looked at the pug-nosed, coarse-featured chil- 
dren and laughed in her sleeve. Could it be possible the 
woman really thought it?) " I must have that piece at any 
cost, Mr. Smith. It will make such a nice ornament for 
the back parlor, and it isn't every one can have one's son 
and daughter cut in marble. Find out as quickly as you 
can who has it for sale, Mr. Smith, and buy it at any 
figure under five thousand." 

"As if he could for twice the sum!" indignantly com- 
mented May. " Mrs. Smith will find that here is one thing 
her money cannot purchase." 

The fifth and last day in Philadelphia was passed in 
visiting some of the points of interest in and around the 
city — Fairmount Waterworks, Laurel Hill Cemetery, the 
Navy Yard, etc. They also went all through the Ledger 
building, and saw the great steam printing-presses at 
work, the compositors setting up type, and the editors 
and proof-readers, each busily employed in his special 
department. 

" To-morrow night we shall be at home," said Fay, but 
on to-morrow night they were in Washington. 

It was a little surprise arranged between Miss NLsbitt 
and papa. They had wondered what was the use of bring- 
ing a trunk, with several changes of raiment, when they 
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"were only going to be gone a week ; but papa said it was 
best, and now they understood why. 

At Washington they saw, the Capitol and the White 
House, the Treasury Building and — the President. 

"Why, he looks just like other folks, only perhaps 
a little plainer!'' said Fay, who could discover no trace, 
in the unpretentious gentleman in ordinary civilian's 
clothes, of the commanding presence and pomp of array 
with which she had always invested the head of a great 
nation. 

" That is as it should be," said May, proudly — " a man 
of the people, elected by the people as their representative, 
not a figurehead decked out in ermine and ribbons and 
gewgaws," 

May was a staunch republican in her principles. 

From Washington they made a roundabout detour to 
Niagara Falls, then home, taking in the Oneida community 
on the way. They explored Table Rock and Goat Island, 
stood by the Horseshoe Falls, and felt the spray of the 
mighty cataract wetting their faces ; they strolled through 
the Shakers' spotless domain, and came away laden with 
baskets and whisk-brooms ; and two happier children never 
were clasped in a father's arms than were they when he 
welcomed them back to Apple-blossom Cottage. 

" ' Home, sweet, sweet home I 
There's no place like home,* " 
said May. 

They had been three weeks away, and six did not exhaust 
all they had to tell and talk about. How tickled Arthur 
was over Letitia Jane and the Smiths! and he declared 
the Vienna roll much superior to the common baker's 
roll, and thought it tasted all the better for being a little 
seasoned. 

Wi*li May and Fay those three weeks became a date 
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to determine other events by, and, reckoning up, they 
would say, *^ Such-and-such a thing happened before we 
went to the Centennial," or, " It was after we came home 
from the Centennial that that came to pass." 
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A NEW DEPARTURE. 

''T^VE done it! I've gone and done it at last Scried 

JL Shrewsy excitedly, coming into the sitting-room, where 
May was down on her knees on the floor securing the 
frayed edges of a hole in the well-worn ingrain carpet 
tliat refused to be longer darned, and threatened to trip 
somebody up if not attended to. 

"Not set the house on fire?" exclaimed May, nearly 
swallowing a mouthful of tacks in her alarm. 

"Worse,'' said Shrewsy moodily, sinking upon tlie 
nearest chair. Her dejected attitude gave a thrilling im- 
port to her words. 

On the cellar-shelf stood a bottle of oxalic acid, used 
for taking out iron rust, and here also, because it was the 
coolest place in the house, Shrewsy was in the habit of 
keeping a bottle of Rochelle salts, ready dissolved and 
mixed with cider, of which she took a wine-glassful daily. 
The doctor had often remonstrated with her on her reck- 
lessness, and pointed out the nine chances in ten of hcT 
one day making a fatal mistake. Shrewsy would argue 
that there could be no danger of that, for both the bottles 
were labelled, and she always took care to look for the 
big word "Poison" en the one containing the acid; and 
when the doctor removed the salts to the kitchen-dresser 
she grumbled that the heat made it " flat," and carried it 
back again. Now it broke upon May that the long-threat- 
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ened disaster had come at last, not being sufficiently versed 
in the effects of the deadly drug to know that Shrewsy 
would hardly be sitting there so quietly if it had. 

"Shrewsy," she cried, jumping to her feet, scattering 
tacks, hammer, and carpet-thread to the four corners of 
the room, "you haven't taken — " 

"Yes, I have," replied Shrewsy, doggedly. 

" And you sit there, when each moment is life or death ! 
Oh, if papa were only here ! If I only knew how to use 
the stomach-pump! Melted butter, they say, is good;" 
and off she flew to the kitchen, screaming for Fay as she 
went. 

She had a large baking-pan, containing the greater part 
of the week's churning, already on the stove when Fay and 
Shrewsy appeared in the door together. 

" Here ! drink this as fast as ever you can," she ordered, 
advancing to the latter with a great pitcher filled with luke- 
warm water. 

"What ails the girl? Is she demented?" demanded 
Shrewsy, while Fay's eyes were opened to their widest 
extent with the apprehensions engendered by May's vehe- 
ment calls. 

" Didn't you say you had taken the oxalic acid ?" panted 
May. 

"^The oxalic acid'?" repeated Shrewsy in amazement. 
*' You didn't give me a chance to say I had taken anything, 
liut I tell you now that I have taken Timothy Higgin- 
botham, and melted butter and stomach-pumps won't help 
that matter, as I can see." 

"Tim — o — thy Hig — gin — ^both — ^am!" gasped May. 
Then her eyes met Fay's, and the kitchen echoed and 
re-echoed with their peals of laughter. 

"I don't see nothin' to laugh at," snapped Shrewsy, 
highly offend<^d. " If I'd l)een taken care of and minded 
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for the last fifteen years by any one that had done as much 
for me as I've done for you, I'd show a little gratitude and 
feeling when they was goin' away, so I would. Oh dear ! 
oh dear ! I'm the most miserable creature on the face of 
the earth !" And Shrewsy began to cry. 

" AA^hy, Shrewsy," said Fay, sobering at once, " we were 
only laughing at May's strange blunder. What does all 
this mean? and who is Timothy Higginbotham ?" 

*' He's been a-comin' after me nigh on to six months 
now," sobbed Shrewsy — "ever since his wife died. I've 
seen him down to Bayford at Martha's. He's a second 
cousin of her husband's sister's brother-in-law. I've 
always said ^ No ' p'int-blank before, but last night, some- 
how or other, he got 'round me talkin' of his lonesome- 
ness and his motherless little ones, until my heart was 
as soft as a baby's, and before I well knew what I was 
about it was all fixed. Oh dear! oh dear! What shall 
I do?" 

" Why, break it off if you feel so badly about it," said 
practical May. " Send him a note telling him you didn't 
know your mind, and want to be released ; and if he has 
a mite of spunk he won't need to be told twice." 

While giving this advice May secretly hoped it might 
not be followed. 

" It's too late for that," said Shrewsy, gloomily. " He 
was afraid of that very thing — my repentin' and backin' 
out — ^and he coaxed me to go up with him to parson's and 
have it over with. He said we could have the spree just 
af well after we were in our own house." 

" Married ?" exclaimed Fay. " Why, Shrewsbury Bas- 
cobee!'' 

" Shrewsbury Higginbotham," corrected May, with an- 
other explosion of laughter. 

"I don't think you can get a divorce for merely not 
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liking a person," said Fay, dubiously. " They would say 
you ought to have thought of that before." 

" Who said I didn't like him ?" retorted Shrewsy, " and 
how did you youngsters ever come to hear of such a thing 
as divorce? The glib way children now-a-days talk of 
what's altogether beyond them, beats me. I do like him. 
If I didn't, thumbscrews and the rack wouldn't have made 
me marry him. He's thrifty and go-ahead, and has a nice 
little sum to the fore. That, with my savings, will set us 
up in a grocery-store in York, where we're goin' to move. 
What I don't like is leavin' yer pa and you two to shift for 
yerselves, and not even bein' near enough to take a hand 
now and then if things are goin' amiss, or to get the new 
girl fitted into the doctor's ways." ' 

"Oh, if that's all," put in May quickly, "you needn't 
feel the least worried, Shrewsy. We shall manage to get 
along very well, no doubt. Two of us ought to be able to 
keep house for papa at our age ; if not, it's time we learnt 
how, which I'm afraid we'd never do while you were here 
to look after everything so admirably for us." 

" How many children has Mr. Higginbotham ?" inquired 
Fay. 

" Six, but three of them is grown up and able to care for 
themselves. I thought there might be trouble there, as big 
sons and daughters are not apt to take kindly to a step- 
mother, 'specially when their own mother is such a short 
time gone, and so I said to Timothy ; but he says if there's 
the very leastest bit of disturbance raised he'll bounce them, 
that's all. As for the others, I'll do my duty by them and 
give them a proper bringing up." 

" Poor innocents !" thought May ; " I pity them," 

" But, Shrewsy," said Fay, hesitatingly, " do you think 
a man really can care for you who cared so little for his 
fir&t wife as to marry so soon after her death?" 

p 
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" Well, you see, Fay, he's got to, for the children's sakes ; 
otherwise he'd have to break up house, as the oldest girl, 
she's apprenticed out, and the next is only eight years old. 
Then him and me were a-courtin' a good many years before 
he ever met Phoebe Evans ; only then I gave him the cold 
fchoulder. So it's only what ought to have been twenty 
yeai-s ago." 

"And when are you going?" asked May. 

" Just as soon as ever you can get suited in help. Tim^ 
othy's impatient to get to the city and settle down, or I 
shouldn't have minded stayin' on a spell longer ; but as it 
is, I think I must be oflF to-morrow if you can get 'Manda 
Haskins to take my place. She's not up to my mark, if I 
do say it. But she's handy and capable, and as good as can 
be got 'round here. Now, if you'll jest break the news to 
yer pa when he comes — I can't, for the life of me — and 
ask him to see 'Manda and arrange with her if possible, I'll 
look over his shirts and make sure there's no buttons miss- 
in', and leave everything in spick-span order, so that you'll 
have a fair start." 

"Papa," said May, meeting the doctor at the gate and 
relieving him of his medicine-chest, " what do you think ? 
Shrewsbury Bascobee's gone, and Shrewsbury Higginboth- 
am's going." 

"What's that?" said the doctor, not in the least grasp- 
ing her meaning. 

" We're going to have a new regime at Apple-blossom 
Cottage, papa, with Amanda Haskins or somebody else at 
tlie helm of housework instead of Shrewsy Bascobee ;" and 
she gave him in detail the astounding intelligence. 

He was more disquieted by it than seemed at all rea- 
sonable. 

" I don't see what we shall do without her^" he said. 
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*^If you girls were through school it would be different, 
but, as it is, this change is most unfortunate for us." 

"Papa,'' pleaded May, "why can't we leave school? 
I'm sure we shall never need all those -ologies and -om- 
etries we are learning, and what is really useful we can keep 
up just as well at home." 

But papa was deaf to all persuasion. The girls must be 
kept at school until their education was completed, what- 
ever else go amiss. He conceded so much, however, as 
to say they might come home every afternoon, instead of 
boarding the week round at the academy, if he could 
arrange with Ralph to carry them down in the morning 
when he went for the mail ; then they could come back in 
the delivery-wagon belonging to the mill. This would be 
a terrible blow to Fay's pride, to be seen sitting on a truck- 
load of bales and boxes, but as the only alternative was to 
get home but once a week, she smothered her repugnance 
and said nothing against it. May, on the other hand, en- 
joyed the idea vastly. 

Amanda Haskins was quite willing to " hire out " with 
the doctor, and professed her readiness to enter upon her 
duties as soon as might be desired; so no hindrance ex- 
isted to Shrewsy's setting out with Timothy when he 
came for her, as he did with a apring-cart early the next 
afternoon. 

He was a tall, awkward, ungainly-built man, with a 
bronzed face and horny hands; but the face was frank and 
honest, and one could not long watch Shrewsy and Tim 
together and be left in the dark as to who would be the 
dominant power in the prospective establishment. She 
snubbed him unmercifully, he taking it all in good par^ 
and with becoming humility, seeming to think he never 
could be grateful enough for her condescension in allowing 
herself to be endowed with his name and worldly goods. 
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He extracted a promise from the doctor, on his owu and 
his wife's behalf, that if ever he or the girls went to the 
city they would pay a visit to the grocery-shop on Hester 
street ; and Shrewsy supplemented the request with another, 
that they would write once in a while and let her know 
how they all were, and how things were going on in gen- 
eral around the old place. Then, midst a deluge of tears 
and a shower of old shoes, leaky rubbers, and fellowless 
slippers, Mr. and Mrs. Timothy Higginbotham took their 
departure. 

" Now, papa, promise me something/^ said Fay as they 
re-entered the house after seeing the last of the married 
pair. 

" ' To the half of my kingdom,^ " he replied, fondly. 

" Oh, I am not going to tax your generosity to such an 
extent as that, papa. All I want is that you should give 
May and me permission to do what we like in the house, to 
arrange the rooms and furniture more to our taste, and to 
act as we should if we were the mistresses.^^ 

"I don't know who are the mistresses if you are not,'' 
said papa. "I will give you carte blanche to turn the 
house upside down, upon two conditions." 

"What are they, papa?" 

" That you let my study severely alone in your raid of 
innovation, and that you do not call upon me for any funds 
to prosecute it with." 

Fay's countenance fell. Her very first contemplated 
move had been to ask for a new carpet for the sitting- 
room. 

"You see, my pets," continued he, "money is ver;' 
scarce just at present, and all I can by any means spare 
must go toward paymg off the mortgage on the place. It 
falls due in a little over a year, and must be met, no matter 
what we contrive to go without." 
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Fay acquiesced with a sigh. Perhaps they might be 
able to make rugs to cover the worst spots. 

"Do you agree to my conditions?'^ asked papa, 

"Yes, sir," said both. 

" Then be it known unto all men that I herewith give, 
devise, and assign to Mary and Faith Gilbert of Apple- 
blossom Cottage the sole right and power to make any 
alterations, improvements, and embellishments in the said 
cottage and its immediate surroundings that may to them 
seem good and advisable. In token whereof, I hereon 
place my hand and seal," putting a hand under eoch of 
their chins and kissing lovingly in turn each rosebud 
mouth. 

20 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

A REVOLUTION. 

" 1^ OW for a revolution !" said Fay, throwing wide open 

-L^ the long-closed parlor windows and letting in a flood 
of sunlight — in the golden radiance of which disported 
not a few of the exiled flies — and sweet odors on its dim 
recesses and musty atmosphere. 

" Had we not better read the Declaration of Independ- 
ence before we begin proceedings?" inquired May with 
mock gravity. 

'^Jjike Shrewsy with the note you suggested to break 
off her engagement, ' it's too late for that,' " replied Fay, 
"Better read the Emancipation Proclamation." 

"Oh, Fay, doesn't it feel like it?" cried May, not very 
explicit in her exuberance of spirits, and strongly tempted 
to indulge in her childish trick of jumping and clapping 
her hands. "We are ^ Jacks-in-the-box ' that have had 
the lid held tightly down upon us for an age, then let go 
suddenly, and up we fly with a sliock. Poor old Shrewsy I 
How horrified she would be if she guessed what a jubilee 
we are making over the thought of her perpetual absence! 
I, for one, am ready to move a vote of thanks to Timothy 
Higginbotham for taking her as a partner in the tea-and 
Bugar-business." 

"I second the motion," said Fay. 

" It is moved and seconded that ,Mr. Higginbotham be 
pwarded a vote of thanks for rendering a signal service to 
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two oppressed damsels. All in favor of the motion, please 
signify it by saying Ay." 

"Ay!*' strong in quality, though lacking in quantity, 

"All opposed say No." 

Silence. 

"The motion is carried unanimously," announced (he 
self-constituted chairman with due solemnity. Then, 
running right on without the slightest pause, "Do you 
know, Fay, when papa used to say what a treasure she 
was I felt like replying with that man in the rhyme — 

* It's jnst as you say, Neig}il)or Green — 
A treasure to rae has been given ; 
But sometimes I fain would be glad 
To lay up my treasure in heaven.* " 

" For," sang Fay, 

*'*She makes the best bread in the town; 

Her pies are a perfect delight, 
Her cx)ffee a rich golden brown, 

Her crullers and puddings just right. 
But then, while I eat them, she tells 

Of the care and worry they bring, 
Of the martyr-like toil she endures ; 

Oh, she's such a fidgety thing I* " 

Here May chimed in : 

"*My house is as neat as a pin; 

You should see how the door-handles shine — 
And all of the soft-cushioned chairs 

And nicely-swept carpets are mine. 
But then she so frets at the dust. 

At a fly, or a straw, or a string, 
That I stay out of doors all I can ; 

She is such a fidgety thing!'" 

"The worst of it is, the chairs aren't soft-cushioneil," 
said Fay ; " they are as stiff and hard and ugly as they can 
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be/' casting the reverse of an admiring look at the row of 
prim black haircloth sentinels stationed along the wall, not 
one deviating a fraction of an incli from the straight line 
formed by each with each and the whole half dozen to- 
gether. 

" Don't they look as if they had been given the order, 
* Heels together and toes out ' ?" said May. " But, Fay, if 
ihey are not handsome or luxurious, we can say they are 
antique. The prevailing rage is all for Queen- Anne and 
Kostlake furniture. I've never seen any of the former, but 
I've heard it is perfectly hideous, and so uncomfortable! 
Now, these have nice frames, real rosewood finely carved.'' 

" Yes," admitted Fay, " they might be passable if we 
had some pretty stuff to make covers for them — brown hoi- 
land bound with green braid, or lovely satin-striped cre- 
tonne like that in the music-room at Bellehurst. Oh dear I 
I wish papa could let us have just a little money. It's very 
disagreeable to be poor and genteel both. One is for ever 
pinching and scrimping to try and keep up an appearance 
while making both ends meet." 

"And that's the cause of all the trouble," said May— 
" putting on a false outside, pretending to the world we 
have what we haven't and we are what we aren't. It's 
more respectable to be honest about one's poverty, I think. 
To be poor is no disgrace." 

" You do not understand me. May," said Fay. " I do 
not think it is right to go beyond one's means, but I do 
think one should try to have whatever one has, be it tniv h 
or little, in good taste and slightly different from what 
every one else has. It isn't wealth that is needed in the 
matter, though it is a very pleasant adjunct, but cultivation 
and refinement. Compare, for example. Miss Nisbitt and 
that rich old Mrs. Proffit in Bayford. They Ijoth are 
wealthy, but see how differently they dreas — one in rich biU 
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plain goods, shimmering gray silks, and delicate lawns, 
with everything to match, and all in the greatest sim- 
plicity; the other in every hue of the rainbow and loaded 
with jewelry — a walking advertisement for her milliner 
and dressmaker. Which looks the better of the two ? It 
is the same with Miss Carmichael and Mademoiselle; and 
Lenora Adams at the mill could rank with either Miss 
Nisbitt or Miss Carmichael, though with her it is instinct, 
not knowledge. What pretty calico dresses she always 
w^ears! and how beautifully they fit! She has no flaunt- 
ing bows of ribbon stuck on here and there, as have the 
other girls, no flounces and plaitings and shirrings on cheap 
gowns, but all, from her shoe to her linen collar, neat, be- 
coming, and harmonious. What applies to persons applies 
as well to rooms ; and you can tell nearly as accurately of 
what sort the inmates are by going in and looking around 
as by meeting them in person. Now, I want to so arrange 
this room and the entire house that a stranger would say 
upon seeing it, ^ How pretty ! The people who live here 
must be quite above the common.' How am I to do it, 
though, with green wall paper, blue table-cover, and that 
vulgar red carpet?" 

It was one of those showy Brussels so dear to our grand- 
mothers' hearts, on which gigantic posies of rare and bril- 
liant flowers (nay, more than rare, for in what other collec- 
tion of exotics have we ever come across a blue rose ?) were 
scattered lavishly over a ground of snow, while a fruitful 
vine wreathed itself in and out among them in fantastic 
twists and turns, without visible root or termination. Fay, 
with the small figures and neutral tints of latter-day Ax- 
minsters and tapestries in mind, pronounced it "vulgar" 
when it was merely out of fashion, relegated with scoop 
bonnets, crinoline, and leg-of-mutton sleeves to the things 
of the past. 

20* 
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" Well," said May, " I'd rather papa wouldn't help us in 
any way. It's much better fun to plan for what we want, 
and bring surprising results out of seeming imi>ossibiHties, 
It will be like playing * Swiss Family Robinson ' all day 
long ; only better, for we shall be in real earnest instead of 
making believe. But if we expect to get anything done 
fo-day, we'd better set about it." 

" There is so much to be done I hardly know where to 
commence. If you'll get the little step-ladder and take 
tliat netting off the pictures, I'll go ransack the press and 
see if I can find anything we can turn to account." 

" Why do you take the netting off?" asked May. " With 
the windows continually open these gilt frames on papa's 
and mamma's i)ictures will be ruined." 

"I'll take care of that," said Fay. "You take it off, 
and then I'll tell you what I mean to do." 

She came back from her rummage with a roll of crash, 
and two large linen counterpanes cross-barred with red, in 
her arms. 

" Help me to spread these out evenly on the floor. May, 
till I see how much of it they will cover." 

All the middle, leaving the edges of the carpet to show 
like a handsome border. 

"That's it, to a T/" she said with great satisfaction. 
"A good many people cover their carpets with crash in the 
summer; and this linen is even better. How clean and 
cool it looks ! and what lovely mats I shall make out of 
this!" unrolling the crash. "May, if I do without my 
Email sash and paper this room, will you do without 
yours and paper the sitting-room?" 

May demurred: "The paper is well enough. Fay, and 
our wLite dresses will look so dowdyish without sashes." 

" Oh no, they won't," said Fay. " You remember the 
bumming comes down in front to form a vest and basque, 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A REVOLUTION. 235 

60 there is no absolute need of sashes, only to .nake them 
look a little more dressy .^^ 

" Of course if you go without yours I shall have to go 
without mine." 

" But I shall not go without unless you say so. A creamy 
white with gold leaves, May, like the sample in Sprucn & 
Squire's window," her mind still on the pai)er, 

" All right. Fay ! Vm willing." 

" Are you sure ? Perhaps you'll feel sorry afterward." 

"No, I sha'n't. When will we go and get it? You 
know I have to choose mine." Fay had so often yielded 
her inclinations to May, it would be strange if May didn't 
cheerfully give up something for her once in a while. 

" This afternoon, then," Fay said, " if papa says we may ; 
and as we go by the Grangers' maybe I shall have a chance 
to speak to Steve. I mean to get him to fit slats to the 
windows to fasten this netting on. I know he will do 
it if I ask him." 

"To be sure he will. How came you to think of it? 
That will be capital ! I'm afraid, after all my boasting, it 
is you who are going to discover the bread trees and cocoa- 
nut-groves in our desert island." 

"Well, how are you getting on?" asked the doctor, 
looking in. "I don't see any radical changes as yet." 

"Oh, but you will before long, papa — so many that 
you'll scarcely know the place. We haven't rightly begun 
operations yet. We're going down to Bayford this after- 
noon to get some wall-paper for this room and the sitting- 
room, and you'll put it on for us, papa — won't you ?" coax- 
ingly. 

" Really, said he, " I was ignorant of such a clause in 
our agreement, but I suppose it must be there, for you 
wouldn't on any account impose on me. Are you certain 
you aren't going to invest in a pot of j)aint also, and su8- 
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pend me upon a scaffolding to freshen up the front of the 
house? Because, if you are, I give you fair warning I 
shall rebel/' 

" Oh no, papa," reassured Fay. " If you only put on 
the paper for us, that's all we shall ask." 

"Where is the money to make the purchase coming 
from?" the doctor inquired. 

"We were to have had new sashes to wear with our 
piqu6 dresses, papa, and we have decided to go without. 
You don't mind, do you?" 

" Not in the least ; but it seems to me this paper looks 
very well. Why do you discard it?" 

"That's what I say too, papa," said May. 

" Papa, it is green — ^an ugly green — ^and the pattern is 
abominable." 

" Well ! well !" said he, laughing. " Truly, the girl of 
the period is hard to suit." 

" You don't know, I suppose, papa, of anything in the 
house that would make covers for these chairs and the 
sofa?" 

"What! is there upholstering to be done too? Let 
me see : chintz is sometimes used for the purpose, isn't 
it?" 

"Oh, chintz would do splendidly." 

" When your mother and I were first married we lived 
for a while at home with your grandmother in the old, 
high-ceilinged farm-house at Falcon's Crag. I fitted up 
the rooms we occupied, and, though your dear motlier 
thought them the height of elegance, I very much doubt 
if her daughters would now consider them so. Those were 
the days of the great four-poster bedsteads, and ours was 
curtained with chintz, and so were the windows. When 
we came here we brought those curtains, thinking they 
might prove useful, but the ceilings of the cottage were 
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fcoo low and the windows too small to admit of such heavy 
hangings. They were put away, and never, to my know- 
ledge, brought out again. I should suppose they were in 
the cedar chest. If you like, by and by I will go up and 
see if they are there. In my judgment they would afford 
you plenty of material to cover more furniture than is in 
this room.'' 

So they did when they were brought to the light and 
examined after nearly sixteen years of obscurity and 
neglect. There were twelve of them — eight that had 
belonged to the bed, and four to the windows — all long 
and full, and the stuff still looked bright and fresh and 
pretty. Nor were they all the treasures the strong chest 
held in its keeping. There were two more curtains, of 
beautiful gold-brown brocade, that had lain there the same 
length of time, and which, sewed together and bound, 
would effectually hide all the unsightly, threadbare por- 
tions of the sitting-room carpet under a floor-cloth to the 
like of which few could lay claim ; also a square piece 
of dark-red baize, which Fay eagerly confiscated as soon as 
she laid eyes on it. 

They drove to town in the buggy. May handling the 
reins. Her post was a sinecure, however, for whether she 
shook them as an incitement to greater speed, or let them 
lie loose on the dashboard, it mattered little ; old Jeannette 
still ambled on in the same jog-trot. Even a light touch 
of the whip failed to make her mend her pace, and May 
was too fond of the dumb creation to intentionally inflict 
a hurt on any member of it. Jeannette knew this by 
experience, and paid less heed to the brush of the tasselled 
whip on her glossy side than to the insects she idly whisked 
off with her long tail. So, with a little shrug of resigna- 
tion. May gave over her attempts, and left the mare to 
jog leisurely along at her own sweet will. 
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Steve Granger was mowing in one of his father's fields 
as they passed slowly by Willowvale Farm. The men 
looked up for a moment, shading their eyes with their 
hands, at the noise of wheels, and Steve threw down his 
scythe and came quicikly toward them whon Fay waved 
her handkerchief to attract his attention. Steve's admira- 
tion for Fay, which first began when she wore bibs and he 
checked blouses and a leather belt, had grown with his 
growth, as had his brother's for May. Poor Stephen's 
devotion had never received much encouragement, how- 
ever, since that far-away period when Fay used to give 
him kisses in exchange for round-heart cookies, and he 
thrashed Tommy Jenks for calling her " cry-baby " when 
in his rough play he ran against her and knocked her 
down, scraping her hand on the sand, and spilling the 
hickory nuts, cracked and all, which Steve was just pouring 
into her apron. Yet, notwithstanding the only notice be- 
stowed upon him consisted of a careless " How do you do f 
or an occasional friendly inquiry as to his health and wel- 
fare and those of the family, his early preference but became 
more and more decided. To-day Fay was very gracious, 
and he readily promised to do all, and more than all, she 
required of him, and in a way that would lead one to think 
he was receiving rather than conferring a favor. 

It was Fay, after all, who selected the sitting-room 
paper. May would have chosen a white, on which were 
little bunches of daisies, arbutus, and forget-me-nots mixed 
with wheat, but she perceived Fay's fancy had been taken 
by a light drab with a small figure in darker drab and 
crimson ; and again she waived her own secret wishes and 
declared for the latter — to Fay's great gratification, who 
was much pleased that they both should have agreed upon 
the same. 

It did Jot take the doctor long to array the walls in their 
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new adornment when he went about it ; and while he was 
thus engaged Fay measured, cut out, and fitted the fur* 
niture-covers, and May ran up the seams and made thena 
on the machine. 

Steve fixed the screens for the windows, and then he 
made two of the cunningest little sewing-chairs imaginable 
out of barrels. How he did it he kept to himself, but the 
doctor thought he must have first split a barrel in t^o, 
tlien sawn off suitable lengths for the back, seat, and arms. 
How the lower part was made was harder to determine, 
but it was certain the wood used in the manufacture was 
only the staves. The backs and seats curved outward and 
the arms curved inward; and when Steve had padded 
them with corn-husks, and the girls had covered them 
with chintz, putting a deep vallance with a narrow ruffled 
heading all around from the seat down, no lady's boudoir 
could boast of prettier. Next, Steve constructed some 
footstools out of starch-boxes, which the girls covered in 
the same way ; and lastly, he made some beautiful hanging- 
baskets for the porch and windows, and filled them with 
plants, the choicest of his own garden and others he had 
ranged the woods to obtain. 

May furnished holders for the lamplighters in the sit- 
ting-room and vases for the bedrooms. Of what she made 
them would never be guessed. The holders were empty 
tomato-cans, thoroughly cleansed, then covered with pink 
cambric neatly pasted on, and ornamented with decalco- 
manie; over all she put a thin coat of varnish. The 
vases were common flower-pots, painted a dark blue, beau- 
tified, like the holders, with pictures of birds, fruits, heads, 
etc., and varnished. This last process permitted their 
being washed without any more injury to paint or pictures 
than had they been baked in the clay, while it imparted 
a fine glaze to the whole. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



240 BR. GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

The vases and holders succeeding so nicely and looking 
so well, she next tried her hand at "plaques.'' From 
the village store she procured at a cent apiece a few of 
the thin wooden plates used for dealing out butter by the 
pound. These she proceeded to decorate in imitation of 
some exquisite hand-painted china in the cabinet at Belle- 
hurst. Happily, the varied assortment of decalcomanie 
and scrap pictures in the village stationer's yielded her 
the materials, and a little loose change after the purchase 
of the wall-paper supplied the means. On those designed 
for the parlor-mantel were Watteau shepherdesses; on those 
for the sitting-room, a stag pursued by hounds on one, and 
on the other the same noble animal, as, having gained the 
safe asylum of a dense thicket, he tosses his antlers proudly 
in air and sends back a defiance to his baffled pursuers ; on 
those for papa's room, a Swiss peasant-girl in her tall white 
cap, bright bodice, and gay petticoat, and a Tyrolese moun- 
taineer in picturesque costume with his alpenstock. If 
May's bric-£l-brac was home-made, it was none the less 
ornate for all that. 

One more novel contrivance had its origin in her busy 
brain. Steve's clever adaptation of barrel-staves to the 
requirements of a lady's easy-chair inspired May with the 
idea of utilizing the lids for light stands on which Rogers's 
groups, "Taking the Oath" and "The Picket-Guard," 
would appear to better advantage than where they stood 
at present, on the top of the bookcase. One lid served 
for the top of a stand, another for the bottom, a piece of 
wood (an old broom-handle) of the requisite height, nailed 
securely to the centre of each, for the upright support. 
Draped with the remnant of the chintz, the fulness gath- 
ered in at the middle of the " leg " with a gold-and-crim- 
Bon cord from papa's best dressing-gown — the one Mrs. 
Parker made him a present of, and which he never wore 
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because it was so very fine — ^they were no mean addition 
to the other new appointments. 

To Fay^s share fell all the more delicate handiwork, at 
the same time that she was honorary adviser and supervi- 
sor in everything undertaken by the other two. She it was 
Avho made out of the square of red baize and some skeins of 
yollow floss an embroidered table-cover that excited the ad- 
miration of all who saw it. Out of the crash she made 
beautiful mats to be laid in front of the piano and sofa, 
working over the woven pattern in crewel-stitch with col- 
ored wools, and fringing the edges; and out of shaded 
green worsteds, a " grass ^' mat, on which to set the stu- 
dent's lamp, which was such a perfect counterfeit of a bed 
of moss as to deceive people into fingering it before they 
were convinced of its real nature. She likewise crocheted 
tidies for the chairs, and the sofa-cushions were specimens 
of her needlework. 

All this was not accomplished in a day nor a week. In- 
deed, the completion of the girls' labors brought also the 
end of their vacation. Never had they worked so long, so 
steadily, and so energetically ; never before had the time 
sped by so rapidly and so imperceptibly ; and never had 
they more fully enjoyed the reward of diligence than on 
the evening when, each holding a hand, they led papa in 
blindfolded to the hitherto, to him, interdicted room, and 
in«^alled him in the little chintz easy-chair. It was the 
early part of September, but the evenings were beginning 
to got short and chilly, so May had drawn down the shades 
and lighted the lamp on the centre-table. 

"Now, papa, you may look/' said Fay, removing the 
bandage from his eyes. 

In front of him was a footstool, and on it rested his slip- 
pers; at his elbow on the table were his meerschaum and 
tobacco-box, and over the back of the chair was thrown his 
21 Q 
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drcsfcing-gown. The bright glow from the lamp shone soft 
and clear through the porcelain shade, and fell upon the 
furniture in its new and cheerful dress, the chairs not 
ranged against the wall, but placed in apparently care- 
less, unstudied positions throughout the room, yet in no 
others would they have looked so sociable or so well ; on 
the ornaments on the mantel and what-not; on the bindings 
of the volumes in the bookcase, arranged in methodical 
order, the larger books at one end of each shelf, the smaller 
suceoeding according to size ; on the open piano, a sheet of 
music spread out on the rack ; on the polished surface of 
tlie pictures, round which graceful ivy had been trained ; 
and on the gilded leaves of the creamy- white paper on the 
walls. 

" Don't say anything yet, papa," interposed Fay as he 
was about to speak. " Let us pull off your boots. There !'' 
and with hard tugging each drew off one and replaced it 
with a slipper. "Now your coat.'' Off it came, and on 
went the dressing-gown. " Now lie back in your chair and 
put your feet on the stool. Here's your pipe, ready filled. 
Are you comfortable ? Now while you smoke I'll sing to 
you ;" and Fay went to the piano, while May established 
herself on another stool by her father's side, resting her 
head upon his knee. 

" Now, papa," said Fay after she had gone through the 
repertoire of his favorites, he lying back with closed eyes in 
tranquil felicity, wreaths of blue smoke curling above his 
liead — this being permitted to puff the solacing weed any- 
where inside the house except within the strict confines of his 
study was luxury untold, for heretofore had but the faint- 
est whiff penetrated the keyhole it was accounted a flagrant 
offence, — " Now, papa, for your candid opinion. Has our 
' raid of innovation ' been in vain ?" 

" And have we, or have we not, improved on Shrewsy ?" 
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askecl May. "We have abolished the parlor for good. 
This is the living-room, where we can all come and be 
happy together. Fay and I mean to keep our work- 
baskets here, our drawing-utensils, and our books. In 
the winter nights we will have a splendid wood-fire made 
up in the grate, and we can study while you rest and smoke 
and read. There is nothing too good for use, nothing that 
will spoil, and everything is pretty and cozy. The sitting- 
room will be the dining-room, and you can have the old 
dining-room for your bedroom, papa. It will be on the 
same floor as your study, and you will be saved going up 
and down stairs, while we can take your room. It's more 
commodious than ours, which seems to grow smaller and 
smaller as we grow larger, and now hardly holds us. — But 
you liaven't yet said, papa, whether or not you are pleased 
with the changes ?'' 

" Pleased !" said the doctor. " I am lost in astonishment 
that two small heads could plan, and four small hands 
perform, all I see. Are you positive it is not the work 
of some magic wand?" 

" Yes, papa, it is,'* said May — " not of fairies or of genii, 
but of a Fay and a genius." 

"And are you the genius?" inquired papa, patting her 
cheek. 

" Oh no, sir. The Fay and the genius are one, and I 
am only her humble assistant." 

" Ah," said papa, " have tomato-cans, raised from their 
lowly condition to be the perfumed receptacles of roses 
and magnolia-blooms, no way of relating to whom they 
owe their good-fortune ? Have Swiss peasants no tongues 
to tell the tale? You have no notion what confidences 
have passed between them and myself in the wee, small 
hours of the night, when the house is still and it is given 
to inanimate things to talk." 
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" And do you like them, papa ?'' asked May, blushing 
with happiness that he appreciated her small efforts. 

" I cannot say to either of you how much the love that 
prompted all this thoughtful care for my comfort is to me. 
Not SSvres ware nor costliest sandals could be to me half 
80 beautiful or valued as those vases in my chamber and 
tliese slippers, and the Kohinoor could not buv them from 
me.'' 

"And about Shrewsy, papa? You thought we never 
could do without her. Isn't it a great deal nicer than 
when she was here?" 

"So far it is, I must confess. I cannot tell how it 
might be if we had not, luckily, such a good girl in 
Amanda. How is it, daughters? Could you cook a 
beefsteak or clear-starch a nhirt-bosom in an emergency, 
as well as you have madf carpets out of curtains and 
tables out of barrel-heads? if so, I am all for ^mistress 
vei*8V» maid.'*' 
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HOUSEKEEPING. 

THE housewifely capabilities of the twins were shortly 
to be tested, for Amanda got in a " huff '^ because the 
doctor mildly objected to her using his best razor to pare 
her corns, and to her opening his private correspondence 
by the steam from the kettle and perusing it before he had 
had the chance to break the envelopes himself. This affront 
to her sensitiveness once offered, no overtures of peace and 
hints of utter obliviousness to past misdemeanors could 
avail aught. She demanded the balance due her on the 
spot, and an hour later shook the dust of Apple-blossom 
Cottage from her feet, every hair on her head bristling with 
vindictiveness toward one who had so wantonly " insulted 
a decent, respectable girl." 

^' I shouldn't wonder if she instituted a suit for damages 
against you, papa," said May, " for defrauding her of her 
rightful privileges and wounding her feelings beyond ho|)e 
of repair." 

" She could be fined for opening letters," said Fay, " It 
is good for her papa was so lenient. No ; she'll go rounil 
and tell some horrible story of how she was nearly starved 
to death or cheated out of her wages as a reason for her 
leaving. I must say that I wouldn't have expected it of 
Amanda. Such a splendid worker as she was, too, and so 
pleasant !" 

" There's as good fish in the sea as ever were caught," 

21 2^5 
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said May. ^^ She was very considerate to go on a Saturday 
morning, for had her defection occurred on any other day 
of the week, when we were away, papa's perplexities would 
be doubly perplexed. Now he will be able to look up a 
new girl to come on Monday, and we are at home in the 
moan time to attend to aflFairs.'' 

Every day since their return to the academy they had 
gone down to Bayford in the morning with Ralph, and 
returned on the heavily-freighted mill-wagon in the after- 
noon. Fay did not mind it at all now. Stowed away in 
a corner of the broad seat, almost hidden under the great 
oil-cloth hood which shielded tliem from the sun as eflFec- 
tually as it did from the rain, hot bricks to their feet and 
the large buflFalo robe wrapped snugly about them, they 
generally had the lessons for the morrow well looked over 
while bowling smoothly along the level road, thus econo- 
mizing time and leaving themselves at liberty for the even- 
ing with papa. When the heavy snowfalls came, Ralph's 
light wagon was exchanged for a cutter, and the truck for a 
great sled. Then study was forgotten or ignored as they 
dashed through the drifts to the jingle of the bells, draw- 
ing in long breaths of the bracing air, that sent the blood 
dancing through their veins to paint a carmine upon their 
cheeks that all ih^ rouge and " Bloom of Youth " in the 
world could not imitate. 

Bellehurst was not shut up and left in solitary grandeur 
this winter, nor had it been during the last. Since Arthur 
Chandler voluntarily assumed the superintendency of the 
Checkerville mills not a day had passed when he was absent 
from his place, and the hands would not have been more 
surprised had the whistle failed to sound the signals of sum- 
mons and dismissal than had the sedan chair failed to make 
its rounds. He was no stranger to them now, this hand- 
8ome, high-born, helpless gentleman, borne up the stairs 
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from story to story on the brawny shoulders of liis work- 
men, and wheeled along from loom to loom by an attendant. 
There was not one among them whom he did not know 
by name and all about him or her ; not one for whom the 
kindly greeting, tlie word of encouragement or of deserved 
commendation, was lacking ; not one who did not regard 
him with a feeling of love and reverence akin to adoration, 
as one altogether apart from and above the rest of man- 
kind, and who would not have considered it the greatest 
boon to be permitted to do any little thing for him. In- 
deed, the contention as to who should be his bearers waxed 
so warm that he was obliged to appoint the men in turns, 
<iO many for each week. No Highland chieftain of ancient 
time was ever more firmly enthroned in the hearts of his 
faithful clansmen than was Mr. Arthur in those of his 
father's dependants. 

He had caused a large room on the ground floor of the 
mill, hitherto used for storage purposes, to be cleared out 
and furnished with forms, maps, reading-desk, and all the 
etcetera of a school-room. Here those under sixteen em- 
ployed in the mills were required to come from seven to 
ten o'clock daily, to be taught by a competent teacher to 
read and write, and to receive such other items of instruction 
as would fit them to become useful, intelligent men and 
women. There were also evening classes for those of the 
older ones desirous of improving themselves, and on Sun- 
day afternoons Mr. Arthur had a Bible-class in the ssame 
room. 

Not a conventional Bible-class, by any means. There 
was no distinction of age, sex, or color. In it were tow- 
headed youngsters who didn't know a letter, and hoary- 
headed grandsires almost in their second childhood. Chloe 
(who must needs always be present to hear h^r boy 
"'spound"), Leah, and Irene, the three negresses o£ the 
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darkest dye, sat side by side with Lenore Adams and May 
Gilbert, whose blonde beauty was as fair a specimen of the 
highest ty|>e of the Anglo-Saxon race as their swarthy 
comeliness was of the African. Even little Minnie Cody, 
the baby whom May's eagerness to see had three years 
before rousal Perry's masculine disgust, was a regular 
member, and from her perch on Mr. Arthur's knee stared 
golemnly up at him, and sucked her thumb as though it 
were perfect contentment to be there, and she were d'^ang 
her best to comprehend what was going on. 

He had no set order of exercises. Perhaps therein lay 
one of the chief attractions of these gatherings, for there 
was no sameness, and therefore no temptation to listlessness 
or flagging attention. Sometimes he would take a proverb 
like " Evil communications corrupt good manners," and en- 
large on it, plentifully besprinkling his discourse with anec- 
dotes calculated to illustrate the meaning and impress the 
moral. Sometimes he related to them a simple Scripture 
narrative, as that of Joseph or Daniel ; and, though to most 
there it might be as familiar as the lines of their infant 
prayer, " Now I lay me dowa to sleep," such a happy facil- 
ity had he in the telling, such a power of realizing to his 
listeners the scenes and transactions he depicted, that they 
were as entranced as ever the sultan was in the recital of the 
tales in the Arabian Nights. Again, he would describe to 
them the land of Palestine, its past and present condition, 
the customs and manners of the people, and the mighty 
events that make every inch of its soil sacred, and to his 
aid brought engravings and — ^what bore more closely on his 
subject — leaves from the Mount of Olives, water from the 
Dead Sea — ^which he allowed them to taste with the tips of 
their tongues — a Roman penny with the image and super- 
scription of Caesar, etc. — mementoes of his father's tour 
through the East when a young man. 
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One Sunday he would give out a word, say ^^ Love," for 
each to learn a text in which it occurred and repeat it on 
the next Sabbath, or a word that was written only once 
in the whole Bible, as " ferry-boat " or " girl," for them to 
find out where it occurred, and give chapter and verse. 
This took greatly with the young people, and the search 
was pursued with a zest, nor given over, though it might 
lead them all the way from Genesis to Revelation, till the 
object of it was found. Then, once in a while, he would 
have a review of what they had gone over or what they 
were supposed to know, asking such questions as, " Who 
was the strongest man? who the wisest? Who made iron 
to swim? Who was swallowed by a whale?" and so 
on; while often he let them take sides, as in a spelling- 
match, and themselves put the questions to each other. 

And the singing ! Miss Nisbitt usually presided at the 
melodeon, but when she could not be present Fay Gilbert 
took her place. Mr. Arthur led, and everybody came in 
on the second line in harsh or mellow tones, with notes 
shrill, deep, quavering, or melodious, but all at the top of 
their bent, and as though they thoroughly enjoyed it. The 
hymns were mostly those in the " Moody and Sankey Col- 
lection," such as were set to sweet yet lively measures ; and 
it did one's heart good to hear the volume of sound and 
amount of spirit with which " Ring the Bells of Heaven !" 
^^ Precious Name!" "Pull for the Shore, Sailor!" "What 
shall the Harvest be ?" and the like, were rendered. 

" I do decW, honey," said Chloe to May, " dis chile feels 
9j elVated when dey's a-singin^ dose bressed songs ob Zion 
dat she clean forgets where she am, and t'inks herself fur 
shuah in kingdom-come, till a twinge ob de rheumatiz in 
dese ole j'ints 'minds her she still fettered in dis mis'able 
black body, 'stead ob standin^ white and shiniu' in de 
Celestial City." 
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So it was that Mr. Arthur's class grew Sunday hj Sun- 
day, till the large room could scarcely accommodate all who 
crowded iuto it; and there was not a boy in Checkerville 
who would absent himself for the finest bird-nesting or 
other expedition ever planned, nor a girl whom the roa«'f in- 
clement weather could keep away ; and this was the more 
remarkable as they worked hard all the week, and Sunday 
was their only day for rest and recreation. 

There was no tavern, in the village now. The new agent 
had routed out the last as soon as its lease expired and its 
proprietor came to him to have it renewed. " No property 
owned by my father shall ever be let with my consent for 
the carrying on of such a baneful traffic," he told the man ; 
and as all Checkerville was o\>Tied by the general, and 
nothing the tavern-keeper could say would induce Mr. 
Arthur to alter his decision or make an exception in his 
favor, he had either to abandon his business or remove 
bag and baggage to some other place ; which latter he did. 
Then Mr. Arthur had the old tavern-building remodelled 
into "Friendly Hall." He knew that there were many 
who had learned to frequent the former, not so much from 
a love of drink as from a craving for the light, warmth, 
cheerful society, and amusement to be had there, and in 
which their homes were wanting. This craving Arthur 
designed to satisfy in a way not only harmless, but ben- 
eficial. Friendly Hall was better lighted, warmer in win- 
ter and cooler in summer, than ever the " Dewdrop Inn " 
had been. There was a bar, as before, but over it w as 
handed out, not whiskey, gin, and ale, but coffee and lem- 
onade. The back room held a fine billiard-table (some- 
thing unknown even in the palmiest days of the tavern) and 
there were chess, dominoes, and a bagatelle-board for those 
who wanted to play. Overhead was the reading-room, where 
was a nice little library of books, files of newspapers, and 
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numbers of most of the leading magazines. Here, too, Mr. 
Arthur came two evenings of the week — on one to give 
6clat by his presence to the sessions of the debating society, 
on the other to read to them, as only he could read, selec- 
tions from Dickens, Scott, Cooper, Thackeray, and other 
popular authors, which he thought would appeal to their 
sympathies and inculcate a broader charity and a nobler 
standard of life, while stimulating them to wish for more 
of what they had heard a little, and thus set them to read- 
ing for themselves. 

And that the truths conveyed under this pleasant garb 
of fiction went home he had ample proof. The week be- 
fore the holidays he read to them Dickens's inimitable 
Christmas Carol. On Christmas morning Farmer Blake, 
a veritable Scrooge, sent round a fat turkey and a well- 
filled basket of provisions to each of his needy neighbors, 
and when, afterward, some of them attempted to return 
thanks, he repulsed them gruffly with " Tut ! tut ! You 
don't owe me any thanks. I'm an old fool, I know, 
but 'twas that yarn young Chandler read oflF the other 
night that did it. JETe's the one you have to thank, if 
any. But I sha'n't be so soft again in a hurry. No, no. 
Not till next Christmas, anyhow. It does seem kind of 
onaccountable that one could be miserly thenJ' 

But the old man's conscience, once aroused, could not 
easily be lulled to rest again, and the end of it was that his 
pursestrings relaxed with his heartstrings, till in place of, 
" There goes old Skinflint !" it came to be, " There goes old 
Mr. Blake, God bless him !" 

On Christmas Eve, Mr. Arthur had a tree in the school* 
room for the children, and Santa Claus himself distributed 
the gifts. No distrust of the actual personality of the saint 
troubled the youngsters, for who else could have so pre- 
cisely divined the very thing for which each had most 
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longed, and no matter what it was, short of the moon^ 
brought it to them ? Moreover, had they not heard Mr. 
Chandlw inquiring with the greatest respect for the health 
of Mrs. Santa Claus and the children ? 

It was in taking down the last string of popcorn that 
St. Nicholas inadvertently put his head in too close prox- 
imity to one of the wax candles. There was a fizz, a blaze, 
a strong smell of singeing tow ; but before they could scream 
out, " Mr. Santa Claus ! Mr. Santa Clans ! your whisker's 
on fire !" that wonderful being had his whole head off in his 
hand, whirled it wildly round and round to put out the 
flames, threw it on the floor and stamped on it, smothering 
them quite, and replaced it on his shoulders — not so quick- 
ly, however, but that one sharp pair of eyes had pierced his 
identity. 

" It's Dr. Gilbert ! it's Dr. Gilbert !" cried his precocious 
namesake, little Gilbertina Russell, clapping her hands. " I 
saw the funny bald spot, no bigger than one of my doll's 
dishes, on top of his real head." 

Of course the more gracefully the doctor now came forth 
from his disguise the better, and great was the merriment 
as he divested himself, one after another, of his outer ha- 
biliments, and it was ascertained that he had given to his 
somewhat slim legs and body the necessary rotundity by 
stuffing his long stockings and knee-breeches wnth hay. 
The exposure of the doctor's " get up " was one of the best 
incidents of the evening ; and though the faith of the little 
ones in their patron saint was considerably shaken, Gilbert- 
ina in a great measure restored confidence by saying naive- 
ly, " I guess Santa Claus had so many houses to go to he 
couldn't be in all at once, so he brought the presents and 
told the d(H3tor to play he was him, just for one night, so 
the children mightn't be disappointed." 

Yes, Mr. Arthur had found his " sphere," and the special 
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^•rk involved no one else could do so well. Having put 
hi'' liand to the plough, he would in nowise look back nor 
de*ert his station, even when the fierce blasts soughing 
through the leafless trees betokened the presence of Jack 
Frost, and dll the other " birds of passage " had flown from 
Chandlersville. General Chandler at first was greatly op- 
posed to Arthur's determination to remain in the country 
the year through. He stormed and raved at himself for 
ever allowing his son to meddle in what was clearly none 
of his business, and surmised that the next of his " fanat- 
ical whims " would be to turn the house into a smallpox 
hospital or go off as a travelling colporteur with the car- 
riage full of tracts and sermons. 

" And if he did," said Cousin Bethiah, quietly, " wouldst 
thou not sooner have him thus than as he was some time 
ago, a melancholy recluse, with naught to do but brood 
over a vanished past, a blasted present, and a hopeless 
future ? Thy son has found the true ' philosopher's stone,' 
Lucius. Thee can see for thyself it has renewed his youth 
and brought him health, strength, and peace, if not happi- 
ness. Thou wouldst not be the one to gainsay its possession 
to him, wouldst thou ?" 

Miss Nisbitt's mild words and her tranquil manner, 
which nothing could ever ruffle or disturb, were as oil to 
the troubled waters of the general's tempestuous nature; 
and so, after much grumbling, it is true, and many fruit- 
less attempts to bring Arthur " to his senses," he sent for 
carpenters, had every chink and crevice of the house filled 
in with weather-strips, and settled down for a winter's resi- 
dence amid the snow-capped hills, far away from the clubs 
and the opera, the stock exchange and the great political 
caucuses. But then at any time he wished he could run 
down to the metropolis for a few days or weeks, and the 
society of Arthur's "old self" on a drive or in a game of 

22 
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euchre or whist was more to him tlian ever the convivial 
ities of a club could be. He also made the discovery that 
in the farther woods fine shooting might be had in the 
season ; and the open glades and tangled thickets, level 
stretches of country, with plenty of ditches and hurdle- 
fences to be leaped, fired him with the desire to revive 
the old-fashioned fox-hunt in all its pristine glory. In 
arranging for this, and for the entertainment of the large 
party of ladies and gentlemen who would be asked to par- 
ticipate, and in laying out and stocking a deer-park, he 
became so absorbed that the crocuses were up ere he was 
aware of it, and he had to confess that it had been a very 
short and pleasant winter. By the time the next fall came 
around he had grown so to the place, as it were, that he was 
as loath to leave it, even for a few months, as either Arthur 
or Miss Nisbitt. 

This was how May had Chloe to go to when she sorely 
needed advice and aid in her housekeeping difficulties. 

Amanda had many successors, none of them staying any 
great length of time, the sum-total of their shortcomings 
and deficiencies far exceeding that of their excellences, and 
so disqualifying them for the place, or their exalted opinion 
of what was due to their own merits disqualifying the place 
for them ; as, for instance, the case of Mary Jane Bunn, 
who would not " demean herself by living with a family 
whose spoons were only plated, and who were so stingy that 
in a whole month she couldn't sell soap-fat enough to buy 
a paper of hairpins.^' 

It was when every saucepan and pot was crusted on the 
bottom, when the house was swarming with roaches and 
ants from the dirt and the articles of food left carelessly 
around on the dresser and pantry-shelves, when the clothes 
were mildewed from neglect or perforated with holes from 
the lavish use of soda, and the butcher's and grocer's bills 
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trebled tliose of frugal Shrewsy's day, that the doctor, 
May, aud Fay held a consultation as to what Avas to be 
done. 

" Let us get a little girl from the Children's Aid Society 
and train Iier," said Fay. " We can clothe her easily with 
the things we outgrow or leave oflF wearing, and she will 
liave a good home and learn to do her duty to us from love, 
not for pay or because she thinks we are watching her." 
Fay had already settled in her own mind that she should 
wear little caps and tucked white aprons while waiting on 
the table and opening the door, and that she should say 
Miss Fay and M'lss May when speaking to or of them. 

But papa quickly dissipated these air-castles. "Two 
giddy lasses of fifteen are sufficient under one roof," he 
said. '^ It would be the old story of the blind leading 
the blind." 

" Then, papa, said Fay, " let us do without a girl alto- 
gether, and have Mike's wife in for the washing and scrub- 
bing, and let May and I stay at home day about and do the 
rest." 

" It would be too much for you," he said. " You could 
not keep your place in your classas, in this your last and 
hardest year, with a divided mind, or if you did it would 
be at the cost of every moment that should be devoted 
to your own recreation. We must think of something else." 

" There is only a pro and a con. to the question, papa," 
from May. " The con. has been tried and found wanting, 
and is likely to be so again. Now, give tlie argument for 
the pre a hearing. Not two of us day about, but one of us 
every day, and let that one be me. You said ' No ' when I 
asked you before, papa, but the case is altered now, and un- 
less something is done we shall all go to * rack and ruin,' as 
Shrewsy used to predict." 

" I cannot help it. May. I must see that you and Fay 
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are armed with weapons to fight your own way in tin, 
world if ever the wheel of Fortune turns round so fast as 
to throw me oflF, making it imperative for you to earn your 
own living." 

"And those weapons, I suppose, are diplomas from the 
Ik}' ford Academy, certifying that the young lady therein 
named * has been educated at the afore-mentioned institute, 
tliat she has been well grounded in all the solid knowledge 
and lighter accomplishments of the modern curriculum, and 
that she has all those qualities of mind and heart which 
will make her a most acceptable teacher of youth ' ? Papa, 
if I had to go to work to-morrow, and had twenty diplomas 
in my pocket, I wouldn't use them. I'd be a saleswoman, 
a seamstress, anything, first. But I'm going to be an au- 
thoress. My mind is firmly made u]) on that point, and I 
ought to begin soon. The biographies of nearly all those 
who have been famous with their pen tell us they com- 
menced their career early, when just about my age. So 
you see, papa, you will be doing the very best thing for me 
to let me leave now, when I know enough of the funda- 
mentals to get through life creditably, and devote myself 
henceforth to my specialty. I can read with you an hour 
or so every day to keep up what I have learned, and every- 
thing shall go on like clockwork in the house, and the 
arrow-root and panada for your sick people shall be always 
ready, jaid so well made as to put Shrewsy's and Amanda's 
to the blush ;* and oh, papa, say Yes !" 

He did say it — not just then, but after he had tried an- 
other of the genus servant. She prowled through the 
rooms when they were all out, and stole whatever she saw 
that she thought would not readily be missed. Then he 
gent for Aunt Mary, begging her to assume the responsi- 
bilities of head of his establishment; but when she wrote 
back, expressing much regret, but that "Celia wasn't feeling 
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veiy strong, and Leonard was away; that Gerty had a 
houseful of company constantly coming and going, now that 
she was out in society ; that the younger ones were trouble- 
some ; that Leonard Junior was going into business in the 
spring, and there was no end of sewing to be done for him 
in preparation; and that Celia said it would be very unkind 
of her to leave her ;" and the upshot of it all was that she 
couldn't come, — ^then it was that the doctor said " Yes/' 

Here I must say, in parenthesis, that *^ Celia " was Dr. 
Gilbert's sister-in-law, his brother Leonard's wife. Leon- 
ard and he had had very little in common even as boys. 
There was always a covert antagonism between them, and 
when manhood came and the ties that had bound them to 
the paternal home were loosened, then severed altogether, 
they drifted widely apart ; and both being too indiflFerent to 
each other to care to narrow the gap, they were now almost 
as strangers. Leonard had gone to the city and commenced 
business on a small capital, which shrewdness and tact had 
augmented steadily in a compound ratio. He had married a 
fashionable woman, and his sons and daughters were brought 
up to be fashionable above all things. For his brother 
Harry, whose life since he obtained his degree had run in 
the same contracted groove, and whose worldly ambition 
never soared beyond quiet usefulness, an easy competence, 
and an honored name, Leonard entertained the profoundest 
contempt; which feeling, if not mutual, was reciprocated by 
one of intense commiseration, for sordid ness was in its every 
shape repellant to the doctor. Thus it was that to May and 
Fay their city relatives were little more than myths, and to 
Geriy Gilbert and her brothers and sisters the existence of 
country cousins consisted in the bare cognizance. Aunt 
Mary, Leonard's and Harry's maiden sister, usually made 
the former's house her home, where she was an indispen- 
sable drudge to the indolent fine lady Mrs. Gilbert, who 
22* R 
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stigmatized her husband's brother as " unkind and unfeel- 
ing in wisliing to take sister Mary from them, when he 
knew how much they depended on her, and how vastly 
better off she was as a member of their family than she 
could ever possibly be with him." 

May began well. She had Judy Murphy in for a regu- 
lar cleaning-up. She emptied every closet and raked out 
heaps of accumulated rubbish from under the sink and 
from the back of the wood-cuddy. Then Judy scrubbed 
and scalded, and May went after her and adjusted, till all 
was once more in apple-pie order. The next day Judy 
came and washed. She was an excellent laundress for the 
coarser articles, but the fine ones might as well have been 
mangled with the sheets and towels, so little did they differ 
from them in appearance when they left her hands. Now, 
these fineries, in the flush of assured self-sufficiency. May 
undertook, from that time forth, to iron herself. Relieved 
of all the " fussy things," Judy took but one forenoon to do 
the rest, and May, computing the difference between paying 
a woman for a day and a half every other week and seven 
days every week, felt quite consequential at the great ex- 
pense she was the means of saving papa. 

In this pleasant mood she brought out the skirt-board, 
set it up, opened out the clothes-bars and placed them near 
the fire, spread a sanded cloth on which to clean her irons, 
as she had seen Shrewsy do, drew her basket of dampened 
clothes near, and, selecting the napkins and handkerchiefs 
to begin on, entered in earnest upon her task. Soon two 
little piles of these, nicely folded, rose on the end of the 
table. Next were some white waists. They looked pretty 
well when she had done with them. They were smooth, 
all but ill a few places, where it seemed as if she had neg- 
lected to sprinkle them evenly and they had ironed rough ; 
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then she could not get a gloss on them. It was likely she 
had not leaned heavily enough on the iron. Well, another 
time she would improve. Now for the cuffs and collars I 
Papa was very particular about his, and she must stretch 
every nerve to have them exactly to his liking. What a 
quiet little laugh she should have when Sally Slocom — who 
was always poking her nose into everything that didn't con- 
cern her, and who had the greatest sympathy for the " dear 
doctor, left with no one to care for him properly '' — ^asked 
him ' if that linen of his hadn't been done up by the Chinee- 
men in Bayford ? If so, she (Sally) considered it her bound- 
en duty to tell him that he was running the risk of getting 
sjrofula or erysipelas, or maybe even leprosy, for instead of 
sprinkling the clothes in the ordinary way they squirted water 
on them through their teeth/ And then to have him answer, 
when she had worked herself into a fit of apprehension, "Oh 
no, Miss Sarah ; this was done up by my daughter May '' ! 

There was not much likelihood of her work being mis- 
taken for that of the Chinese, she herself acknowledged 
when, after laboring on the first pair of cuffs for as many 
as fifteen minutes, she could do no more with them ; and if 
the first were bad, the rest were worse — limp as a rag when 
they should have been as stiff as starch could make them, 
and so yellow from much ironing that they looked as if a 
week's bleaching would be needed to restore them to their 
old-time whiteness. 

She shook out a shirt and thrust in the bosom-board. 
At the first rub a long smutch was the result. She had 
omitted to clean her iron on the sand-cloth. Another rub ; 
creases on creases! She wet a cloth and dampened the 
spot. Again the iron was applied, this time to refuse to 
move over the starch-blotched surface, and when lifted off 
showing its face covered with white scales. She put it back 
on the stove and tried another, but, ah me ! she forgot to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



260 DE. GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

try its temperature, and when she laid it down on the bos- 
om it stuck fast and a little haze of smoke ascended from 
round the edges. She whipped it off, but the imprint, in- 
delible, ineffaceable, remained. She flung the iron on the 
Btove, twisted up the unoffending garment as though she 
were wringing it, then threw it as far as she could across 
the room, and, throwing herself prone on the table, in- 
dulged in a good, hearty cry, the only outlet for desperate 
mortification and chagrin. 

This was but the forerunner of countless similar trials. 
'^Lookers-on make good ball-players;" and May, who 
while idly watching Shrewsy had thought it the simplest 
thing in the world to turn a griddle-cake or to make an 
apple-dumpling, found that it required practice to do the 
one and experience to make the other. She had promised 
her father and Fay that their " daily food " should be as 
varied and as appetizing as that of any resturant mSnu, and 
the doctor had besought her not to afflict them with the 
dyspepsia from too high living ; but he disquieted himself 
for naught. Barrack-rations were not less injurious to the 
digestion nor of plainer composition than the dishes to 
which she treated them after the first week or so. Baked 
pork and beans, ham and eggs, veal cutlets, and boiled 
potatoes, anything that she could fry or boil quickly and 
without any trouble of mixing or fixing or seasoning, — 
these they had in plenty, and the changes were rung so 
regularly on these few articles of diet that the doctor would 
say to Fay in an aside, " Ham, steak, chops; steak, chops, 
ham ; chops, ham, steak, — ^which is it to-day, Fay ?" An*.l, 
sure enough, it was always one or the other of the three. 

To do May justice, she had tried her hand at many 
tilings, but when they failed with her or did not turn out 
as faultless as she had expected, she became disheartened 
and careless, and instead of finding out where the mistake 
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lay, and mending it the next time, she told herself that it 
was of no use, and gave up trying altogether. Then a bad 
habit, which at school had had little scope to flourish, now 
that she was disenthralled from stringent rules and a rigid 
censorship again asserted itself — Procrastination, " the thief 
of time/' 

" There is no need to dust the living-room this morning,*' 
she would eay ; " nobody ever calls before the afternoon/' 
And she would catch up a book that she wanted to finish, 
intending merely to see if the story turned out as she 
imagined it would ; but she kept on and on, and the sun 
would creep higher and higher up the sky till he looked 
down from directly overhead, and the doctor's step would 
be heard in the hall, ready for his dinner, but no dinner 
ready for him. Likely as not, the fire would be out in 
the stove, and then all was hurry, worry, scurry, and 
bustle. Somietimes the doctor had to go out again, and 
couldn't wait for the slow process of rekindling it and 
getting up something substantial; so he munched some 
bread and butter, drank a glass of ice-water, or possibly a 
cup of half-drawn tea, and went. Then May would re- 
morsefully resolve to be extra diligent for the rest of the 
day, and she would begin to set the kitchen to rights. 

" Setting to rights " with May was a serious business and 
an arduous task. Fay would pin a towel on her head, put 
on a pair of old gloves, and sweep the whole house without 
getting heated or discomposed ; but if May only swe] t one 
rocm she was out of breath, had welts on her hands, her 
hair was dishevelled, and herself so exhausted that she was 
ready to drop. It was not that she did the work more 
thoroughly than Fay, but that she expended an amount 
of force in the doing altogether out of proi^ortion to the 
necessity, and would not take the precaution of protect- 
ing her hands and hair, that being " too much bother." So 
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when May washed the dishes there was sure to be a great 
splatter and slop, while Fay with her little cotton mop 
would put the tray on the end of the dining-room table, 
and, using boiling water, would rinse and polish them in 
no time and without wetting her hands. As in one in- 
stance, so in all. Fay was like a zephyr softly and noise- 
lessly fulfilling its end; May like a whirlwind coming 
with a rush and bluster, and overturning everything in 
its way. 

Well, as people always will present themselves at unto- 
ward seasons, and stay away when one is ready and willing 
to receive them, Mrs. Foster and Daisy, or Mrs. Deacon 
Hopper, or it might be Miss Nisbitt, would ring the bell, 
and May, leaving chaos in the kitchen, had to usher them 
into the untidied living-room — chairs and sofa littered with 
b(X)ks and papers, tidies a^vry, the doctor's cuspidor still 
in the middle of the floor, and a general air of desolation 
pervading the whole. May was in an agony of shame 
of course, and for a while thereafter there would be a 
marked improvement visible, but only to be followed by 
a relapse. 

" Be sure that my medicine-chest is replenished, and put 
the flask of sherry for young Davy Lome in my overcoat 
pocket, so that I shall be certain not to go without it. May," 
said the doctor. He was dispensing apothecary as well as 
free physician to the poor, and a Good Samaritan in every 
sense of the word. 

David Lome was a fine young fellow, " the only son cf 
his mother, and she a widow," but his fast-failing powers, 
wasted by consumption, that treacherous malady that devas- 
tates so many families, were now barely sustained from day 
to day by the use of stimulants. 

"Yee^ sir," said May, and thereupon forgot all alK)ut 
it 
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"You didn't attend to my satchel, as I asked you, 
May/' he said when he came home on the morrow. 

"Oh, papa, I never thought of it afterward. How 
Borry I am! But perhaps there was nothing wanting 
that you required to use to-day?" 

" Freddy Caxton cut himself very badly with a pruning* 
knife, and were it not in a place where I could apply lig- 
atures he might have bled to death, for I had no court- 
plaster. — Mrs. Lome was anxiously waiting for my coming. 
Davy had passed a bad night. Toward daylight he asked 
for a swallow of wine, but every drop was gone. I put 
my hand in my pocket to get tlie vial that should be there : 
you know the rest." 

He did not speak upbraidingly, but as though he were 
deeply grieved. 

"But you got some for him, papa?" she asked from the 
depths of her penitence and distress. 

" Yes. I went at once to Mr. Chandler, who I knew 
always keeps a small quantity of liquor at the mills in case 
of accident, and he kindly supplied me with a little." 

" I will go and fill the flask this minute, papa, that there 
may be no possibility of such a thing happening again," 
said May, starting up. 

" You need not, daughter," said the doctor sadly. "Davy 
is now, I trust, where thirst and disease are unknown." 

" Papa ! not dead ? Oh please don't say he is dead !" 

" He passed quietly away about noon," said the doctor 
gently. " Do not blame yourself imnecessarily, my child," 
as he saw how white she had grown. "Mr. Chandler's 
wine satisfied him as well as mine would have done, for he 
was only able to take a spoonful, and, with the capricious- 
ness of the sick, the wish for it had gone even before I 
knew that I was destitute of the means of gratifying it. 
You have, therefore, no pang to feel for the consequences of 
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your error, May, but do, do let this show you the gravity 
of what you are wont to look upon as trivial omissions of 
duly, and work in you a hearty amendment." 
It was a sharp lesson, but a salutary one. 

Chloe, sitting knitting on the cheerful hearthstone, with 
Nick, the great black cat, dozing peacefully at her feet, 
j)eered over her spectacles as May entered her neat pre- 
cincts. 

" Law sakes, honey ! be that yo^ ?" she asked. " Come 
right in; Fm powerful glad to see yo', shuah." 

" I was in hopes you might be doing something I could 
watch you at, mammy," she said, using the name Arthur 
always called her by, and which May, from hearing so 
often, had come to adopt too. 

" So I am, deary, but 'pears to me it's work too clumsy 
and homely for yo' to care to watch. What ails de chile?'' 
May had drawn a cricket up beside her and sat down, letting 
the old colored woman see her grave face. " She's not as 
chipper as she used to be." 

"I'm in the Slough of Despond, mammy, and I've 
come to you to see if you can help me out ;" and, laying 
her head on Chloe's lap, she poured out the whole history 
of her bright anticipations, her plans, her failures, and her 
misdoings, ending in a burst of tears and sobs. 

"Dar! dar! deary!" said Chloe, tenderly, stroking the 
bonnie head, " cry away all yo' like — it' 11 ease de soreness 
might'ly — but don't gib up. De good Lord neber gibs his 
chillen work to do dat He don't gib dem at de same time 
de 'bility to do it ; no more'n He puts on a burden widout 
fittin' de back to bear it. Dis chile find dat out years an' 
years ago, and de longer she libs de truer she knows it to 
be. — ^Did I ebber tell yo' my motto, and how I come by it?" 

^ No," said May, lifting up her head and wiping her eyes. 
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" Well, it wuz when I wuz ^bout so high, little bigger'n 
a pick'ninny ; but den I wuz de oldest ob thirteen, and whar 
dere's so many push'n' frum behind, de fust mus' grow quick 
to keep frum bein' trampled on. Pop, he got bit wid de 
wonderful tales ob how gold wuz to be picked up in big 
chunks on de sands ob Californy, and when I wuz four- 
teen, and Nebuchadnezzar — dat wuz the youngest — wuz jest 
turned one, he ^gaged hisse'f as a deck-hand on a brig 
gwine out dere, and when it touched land he desarted. Dat 
wuz de last we ebber hearn ob him. Den marm took charge 
ob dc fam'ly. She wuz a powerful capable pusson, wuz 
marm. I don't keer who it is, black, white, or tan-color, 
I'd put marm 'g'inst de smartest woman ebber wuz born, 
if she only* had de same Vantages. 'Mong her udder natu- 
ral 'dowments wuz a knowledge ob nearly ebbery herb dat 
grows and what it wuz good fur, and when pop left her to 
shift fur herse'f she put dis yere gift to 'count. Why, bress 
yo'r heart, honey ! IVe seen 's many as six carriages afore 
our door at once, all come to carry marm ofiP to nuss sick 
folks. Den dere wuz a scrimmage fur who should git her, 
I kin tell yo', but marm alius decided de matter by gwine 
to dem what needed her most, eben if dey couldn't pay her 
de best. Well, she made a sight ob money, and sent de 
younger boys and gals to school, and put dem in de way 
of doin' fur deirselves ; and, thanks to her dis day, dey all 
am a credit to her rearin'. Mose and Abe am quality bar- 
bers down in Charleston, and 'Liphalet and Pomp am head 
waiters at de Branch, and Tony and Ike and Cicero dey all 
belonged to de Skidmore Guards and went to fight de bat- 
tles ob deir bredren. Marm wuz proud of dem, I 'sure 
yo', and 'specially when Ike's head wuz blown ofiP by a 
minnie-ball, and he fell wid his front to de foe, not like 
dat Pete what libbed here, who has a bullet in his heel to 
iis mortal minute. I knowed when I heerd it dat ii was de 
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mark ob a Cain, and so it turned out. And Diana's down 
South now, teachin' de freedmen ; and Oliver's a preacher 
dere too ; and Cle'patry am married, a second marm exact ; 
and poor little 'Nezzar tumbled into a limekiln and wuz 
taken home, a dear little lamb, half a cent'ry ago; and 
Chloe am as yo' see her. 

" But 'bout what I started fur to tell. Marm, bein' so 
great on herbs and knowin' deir virtue so well, mostly fed 
us chillen on dem, I might say. Ebbery spring we wuz 
dosed frum March to May fur de cleanin' ob our blood 
and stomachs. Dere on de table, in de mornin' 'fore break- 
fast, ud stand thirteen mugs in a row — a little one fur 
'Nezzar at de one end, and ebbery one gittin' bigger till 
dey got to de udder end. Mine wuz de biggest, and each 
knowed deir own mug as well as dey knowed deir age ; and 
if dey made a blunder and took a littler one — dey nebber 
took a bigger, which in itself wuz mighty strange — marm's 
hand came down heavy on dem to brighten up deir memo- 
ries fur nex' time. Marm b'lieved in de gospel ob ^ spare 
de rod, spile de chile,' but she didn't need to use de rod, 
not she ! She jist turned dem ober her knee and laid on 
wid her hand; and, I tell yo', dere was power in it! 

"Sometimes dere wuz senna in de mugs, sometimes 
boneset, but dis time dere was camomile. Now, dey say 
gall is bitter, but if it beats camomile I'm out ob my 
reck'nin'. Well, we all come and stood in front ob our 
mugs, and marm wuz at de porridge-pot, ready to fill 
our bowls soon's we'd drunk de bery last drop ob de 
camomile. 

" I alius wuz 'spected to drink mine fust, beiu' de oldest, 
and dey all a-kind ob lookin' to me as a leader in dis as 
in ebberyt'ing. I took up de camomile, and jist as I wuz 
agwine to open my mouf I got a strong smell at it. * I 
can't,' sez I, settin' down de mug and makin' a face. 
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"'None ob yo'r fooHn', Chloe Ann/ sez niarm. 'Da 
quicker yo' git dat out ob de way, de better fur yo'!' 

" I took it up ag'in and held it to ray nose. ' I can't— 
oh, marm, I can't !' I sez, puttin it back so hasty dat I 
come near spillin' it on de cloth. 

"'Chloe Ann,' sez marm solemnly, 'yo' see dat camo- 
mile?' I saw. 'And yo' see dat ladder?' p'intin' to de 
one gwine up to de loft wliar Ave slept. 

"'Yes, marm,' sez I. 

" ' Go up dat ladder to de bedroom. I gib yo' jist ten 
minutes to yo'rself to 'sider. Den if yo' don't drink dat 
camomile widout as much as a frown at it, I'll t'rash yo' 
till I break ebbery bone in yo'r bo<ly.' 

" Yo' see, she had to take strong measures, fur none ob 
de rest ud drink deirn when I wouldn't drink mine, and 
it ud hab been an out-and-out mutiny. 

" I wuz in a ter'ble fix. I sot down up in de loft on 
de edge ob marm's bed, and 'sidered as she'd 'vised. Her 
big Bible lay by on a chair, and it made me t'ink ob 
another way ob hern. Whenebber marm got in a knotty 
place, or whar she couldn't see her way clear, she alius 
'suited her Bible. And dis wuz how : she'd shet her eyes 
and open it any whar by chance, den put her finger on a 
spot on de page. If de verse whar it rested bore at all 
'pon her case she took it as de Lord's message. If it didn't, 
she tried again, and in t'ree times she gin'ally found some- 
t'lng to suit. It might go right contrary to her own indi- 
vidual wishes, but she alius went by it, nebberdelcss. Now, 
somet'ing moved me to try her plan. I took de book, 
turned it upside down, screwed my eyes up tight, opened 
it, and put my finger on a place : ' And de famine wuz 
sore in de land.' Nuffin' in dat. Try again : ' So Michal 
let David down t'rough a window, and he went, and fled, 
and 'scaped.' Dat couldn't be meant fur me. De windows 
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in de lof wasn't no larger'n pigeon-holes, and if I did gif 
to squeeze through and 'scape widout breakin' my neck, 
marm ud send Mose to cotch me, and when she laid hold 
on me she'd break my bones twice ober. 

" Once more : ' I kin do all t'ings, t'rough Christ which 
stren'theneth me.' 

"Dar it wuz, pat as if wrote 'specially fur me. ^AU 
t'lngs ' — even swallow de nasty camomile. I had jest time 
to say, ' Fur Jesus' sake. Amen,' as we do in our prayers, 
when marm's voice callin' me came up frum below. 

" Chile, I went straight fur dat camomile like an arrow 
frum a bow, and 'fore yo' could wink it wuz down. Den 
all de udder twelve drank deirn, and we had our porridge. 

" Frum dat to dis, honey, dem words ob St. Paul's been 
my motto, and many's de hill ob difficulty dey've helped 
me ober, at de foot ob which I'd hab sot clean down in 
despair if it hadn't been fur dem. And now, chile, I gib 
dem to yo' fur yo'r own. 

" Mind, it don't mean t'lngs dat yo' would do jes' fur 
yo'r own glor'fication and to say dat yo' alone did 'em, 
or t'ings what de debbil prompts yo' to do; but it does 
mean ebberyt'ing dat de Lord plainly shows yo' is yo'r duly, 
whedder to make home pleasant fur a fader and sister, or to 
gib yo'r body to be burned, or to move a mountain, as dey- 
're doin' now ebbery day in dis country, heavin' and blastin'. 
And den, dear chile, if yo' once git to workin' in His strength, 
yo' won't ebber be willin' to slight t'ings, or leave 'em half 
done, or put 'em off till some more convenient season ; fur 
de t'ought ob how He kin see ebbery little deed, apd ebbery 
great one too, done as fur Him, dough de effort and toil dey 
cost may be hid frum de world, and how He will reward 
yo' openly at last, will keep yo' steadfast in well-doin'. 

" Now, 'bout de cookin'. Chloe kin gib yo' a lift in dat 
widout ebber yo' servin' a 'prenticeship to her. De skill in 
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de use ob de iron must come by degrees ; it can't be got all 
at once. But keep at it, honey, takin' as much pains as 
yo' kin, and ^fore de sebenty-and-sebenth trial yo' will be a 
professor in de science. When de starch sticks rub de iron 
wid a bit ob wax candle or beeswax, and go right ^long." 

She hobbled to the closet — for this was one of her bad 
days with tlie rheumatism — and brought back in her hand 
and gave to May a good-sized book, bound in calfskin and 
carefully preserved, though yellow with age and dog-eared 
from much using: 

"Dar, chile, is de present my fust mistis gabe me on 
leavin' her, and Fve nebber let it out ob my possession 
afore ; but Fm gwine to loan it to yo' now. If yo^ follow 
its directions to de letter, Chloe herself couldn't s'pass yo', 
fur frum dis same book she got most all she knows in de 
line. De woman what compiled it had sound common 
sense, and her rules are jes' dose suited fur sensible people 
in dis democratic land — ^not got up seemin'ly fur grand 
dukes' tables nor French frog-eaters, nuther. Yo' kin 
rely on dem too, and don't need to deduct and tack on to 
dem, as yo' do to some receipts, to git de right consist'ncy 
at last at haphazard. 

" Now, deary, yo^ take my motto and my sermon and 
my book home wid yo', and if they don't meet yo'r needs 
Fse bery might'ly mistaken." 

Dr. Gilbert buttered his fifth rice-cake and helped him- 
self to a second piece of shad ; then, as if suddenly struck 
by something that had before escaped his notice, he laid 
down his knife and fork and took a quiet survey of the 
table. 

Snowy cloth neatly laid ; in front of him the dish of 
shad, the fish browned to a turn, and unbroken save where 
the knife had drawn it asunder ; one plate with the whitest 
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of bread, cut thinly and evenly ; another with a fresh relay 
of hot cakes May had at that moment placed before Fay, 
who in pretty morning-dress, with a blue bow at her throat 
and another in her hair, sat at his left and passed him the 
butter, b<.»autifully moulded and printed. Opposite him her 
double was now attending to the tap of the coffee-urn, 
while Caper, the date of whose advent at the cottage coin- 
cided with that of Shrewsy's exit, made excited jumps to 
catch her sleeve as he watched her depositing lump after 
lump of sugar in the doctor's cup, 

" This is an excellent breakfast, May,'' her father said at 
length. 

"Thank you, papa," smiling at him from behind the 
tall urn. 

" These cakes are superfine, and that shad could not taste 
better; yes, and the bread never was excelled by Shrewsy's 
own." 

" Oh, papa !" was all May could say, for she had never 
expected such praise as this. 

" Mrs. Cook said to me yesterday that the blanc-mange 
you sent her did her more good tlian all my medicines." 

" I'm very glad she liked it," said May. 

"And," said the doctor thoughtfully, "Sally Slocom 
wanted to know if I sent my shirts to the Chinese laundry 
at Bayford, they looked so nice." 

May was silent from pleasure. Could it be that her 
ambition was realized without her knowing it? 

"Have you begun your book yet. May?" 

"No, sir. I've been so occupied in thinking about 
more important things that I've never even once thought 
to think of my book," roguishly. 

" Well, whenever you have it ready for the press let me 
know, and I will supply an introduction for it. It will 
run in this wise: 
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* If to a writer it any recommendation be 
That she's an A, No. 1, housekeeper, that is she.' 

(an index (jj@*) alongside of the ^she^ will point up 
to your name); 

. * And the one who vouches for it is me, 
Henry Gilbert, M. D,* 

There's rhyme for you — '^ 

"And metre, papa?'' asked Fay archly, 

"Come, come! no irrelevant questions, miss!" he said, 
trying to look savage. " ' Them's my sentiments,' as Josh 
Billings says, and anybody who doesn't agree with them 
had better — come home with me to dinner, that's all." 

And the doctor returned with gusto to the discussion of 
his rice-cakes. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

DARK CLOUDS AND SILVER LININGS 

" A LONG sea- voyage and an absolute rest fu^^r every 
•^^ species of labor and all mental exeitemei>r." 
This was Dr. Gersham^s dictum, as it would have been 
Dr. Gilbert's had the patient been any other c/ian himself. 
As it was, he ran his thin fingers wearily through his hair, 
as if to clear away the cobwebs that during the past few 
weeks had gathered on his brain and still obscured his 
inward vision, as he said bitterly, "Why not order me 
an aerial journey to the Mountains of the Moon or a sus- 
pension of the functions of breathing and living for an 
indefinite period? Either would be quite as feasible as 
a sea-voyage in my circumstances. Can a man, think you, 
with not a dollar to his name, the home that he had fondly 
imagined his own about to be sold over his head, and two 
young daughters who have never known the hardships of 
adversity to be provided for and shielded if possible from 
its chilling touch, afford to fold his hands quietly and set 
out on an oceanic tour? Is there any sponge that will 
erase torturing thought and worriment from the tablets 
of the mind, or a Lethe convenient into which one can 
plunge and lose consciousness ? No, thank you, G^rsham ! 
In a couple of days I shall be able to buckle on my har- 
ness again. If this queer feeling of heaviness would only 
leave my head I should be all right." 
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"My dear fellow," said his confrere, laying his hand 
impressively on the other^s shoulder, "I shall not bandy 
words with you, for the exigencies of the ease are as plain 
to you as to me. There is no middle course open to you. 
You may make an attempt to ^buckle on your harness,' 
but it will only be an attempt, and will end disastrously. 
Your daughters will be left to themselves, as far as you 
are concerned, anyhow ; and is it not better that it should 
be only temporarily? Cheer up, man! It^s always 
darkest just before the dawn, and your dawn is breaking 
since IVe dragged you through this pesky brain fever, 
that would have been the finishing-stroke to any one not 
blessed with your fine constitution. And now you want 
to rob me of my laurels! But I shaVt submit to it; I 
vow I won't!" And the old doctor went to the door, 
opened it wide, and, pounding on the floor with his gold- 
headed cane,, vociferated loudly through the entry, "Miss 
Gilbert! girls! come here; I want you." 

He didn't have to call twice. They were on the qui vive^ 
listening for his going, that they might waylay him and 
extort the latest bulletin of "papa's" and "brother's" 
progress toward recovery. 

" I have .called you, ladies, to give you my final instruc- 
tions in regard to my patient; and I beg you to attend 
very carefully to them, and see that they are carried out 
explicitly, for if not I wash my hands of the consequences. 
I have ordered him to take a long sea-voyage, but he flatly 
refuses to obey. Now, ladies — excuse me if I use plain 
language, but it is always best to do so— this is his only 
chance, and I leave it to you to see that he doesn't throw 
it away. Female influence is potent, and unity is strength ; 
three against one cannot but prevail. There is a sailing 
vessel leaves New York every Saturday for Liverpool; 
have his trur.k packed ready for the next that goes. Re- 
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member, delay is dangerous. From Liverpool he can take 
ship for China or some other outlandish place — the farther 
off the better — ^then home by way of San Francisco and 
Kew York. He must always take passage in sailing ves- 
Bels, and not remain away less than six or eight months. 
Then I'll promise you he'll return as bronzed as an Arab 
and as strong as a Hercules. Now, will you give me your 
word that you will do your part and see that if all goes 
well he leaves these shores to-morrow week?'' 

There was a pause. The idea of a separation from papa, 
with the wide seas rolling between, and for such an eternity 
as eight months, was too overpowering for May and Fay to 
grasp in a moment. They had to have time to take it in, 
to look at it from all sides, to analyze it slowly, bit by bit, 
before they could understand it or give an intelligent 
answer. 

" I give you mine," said Aunt Mary, a motherly little 
woman, quiet and undemonstrative, though brimming over 
with the milk of human kindness. It was this trait which 
made her so easily succumb to Celia's many impositions and 
the exactions of her nephews and nieces. But they could 
not hold her from Harry when she heard of his illness. 
She had come at once to him, like a good angel as she was, 
and to her days of tender nursing and nights of sleepless 
vigil, jointly with Dr. Gersham's exertions on his behalf, he 
owed his convalescence. Now she was going to finish her 
good work. 

" Yes, doctor," she added cheerily, " go he shall, and I 
will look after the house and the chicks." 

"Do you ratify that with your endorsement, girls ?^ 
asked Dr. Gersham. 

"Ye-es, — sir," said Fay in an almost inaudible voice, 
feeling even as she spoke a great dreariness settling down 
thickly about her. 
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^' This is his only chance," thought May, and her " Yes, 
sir," was as emphatic as she could well make it. 

"Gilbert may spare himself any anxiety about those 
girls; theyVe got the proper grit, and will look out for 
themselves, and him too," said the old physician to himself. 
— ^Then aloud : " That's right. — Now, Gilbert, all you have 
to do is to remain passive. I shall not come out again 
till Friday morning, when I shall expect to find you in a 
duster and travelling-cap, with a steamer-chair, Appleton's 
Railway Guide, and a spy-glass in one hand, ^ Spooks's Spe- 
cific for Sea-sickness,' a box of ^hard tack,' and a bottle 
of sal- volatile in the other ; from every pocket a Harper's, 
a So'ibner^s, or a Popular Science Monthly sticking out; 
knapsack, crammed with extra grub and topped with a 
rubber blanket, strapped on your back — ^for where there's 
women they will make ^ mollycoddles ' of their men-folks — 
and you sitting on your luggage. I'll take a holiday and 
go to New York with you, for unless I saw you off from 
the pier I couldn't feel sure that you wouldn't somehow 
give us the slip, after all. But, bless me! I must be 
going;" and, chuckling at his own dry humor, and how 
well he had manoeuvred to gain his point, the old doctor 
took out his snuff-box, passed it around as a parting civility, 
took a pinch himself, shook hands with all, and trotted out 
to his gig. 

" Now, Harry," said Aunt Mary, smoothing his pillow 
and spreading an afghan over him, "you must try and 
take a little nap. The girls and I will see to everything, 
and you will keep perfectly still and recuperate ; you need 
all the strength a week can give you to start with. Before 
I leave you, however, just one question : How are you off 
for flannels?" 

" Don't be absurd, Mary," said he peevishly, throwing 
back the afghiin and sitting bolt upright on the lounge. 
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" What is the use of keeping up such a farce ? Gfershara 
means well, but he cannot be made to understand my posi- 
tion. Why, I am in debt to him for his attendance, and 
have no way of cancelling it until I can earn the money. 
You speak of taking care of the house, when you know 
tliere will be no house to lake care of. The notice of the 
f jreclosure was served on me the day I was taken ill, 
and it will be executed almost immediately. Then, how 
on earth could the expenses of this trip be defrayed unless 
I sold off everything else left to me ? and how would you 
live while I was gone ? and where would my practice be 
when I came back ? As well advocate going to the poor- 
house at once as to favor Gersham's plan." 

" Oh no," said his sister briskly. " We may have to 
leave this house, but there are plenty more to be had. All 
of your stumbling-blocks I can remove save one. We will 
live while you are gone on Fay's four hundred a year, my 
income, and May's brilliant prospects," smiling; "and 
Leonard, I am certain, will advance the sum to defray 
your expenses." 

" Never !" said the doctor. " Before I'd be beholden to 
him Fd suffer the worst extremities." 

"That would be extremely foolish, Harry," she re- 
sponded ; " but if you do not like to be under an obliga- 
tion to him, you will have to be under one to me. What 
I can offer you will be a mere pittance compared to what 
Leonard could let you have, but I think it will suffice. I 
have not yet drawn my yearly dividend, and it is yours." 

The doctor said nothing, but his silence was more elo- 
quent of the feelings that moved him than words would 
have been. 

" What was that your aunt was saying about you, Fay ?" 
he asked presently. 

"Miss Marcus has gone away to fill a situation as gover* 
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iiess in a gentleman's family, papa, and Mr. Arthur haa 
consented to my taking her place. I know I shall like it : 
the hours are few, the requirements light, and the remune- 
ration magnificent for a country school.'' 

" My darling," said the doctor, sadly, " papa little thought 
you would ever be reduced to this." 

" Don't talk about being ^ reduced,' please, papa," said 
Fay gayly ; " say rather ' promoted.' Why I am a full- 
fledged graduate now, and besides t-eaching at the mill I 
shall take music-scholars, and my purse will soon be as full 
as Fortunatus's. And then May ! Why, papa, when you 
get to Peking you will find all the people flocking to see 
you, and they will insist on regaling you at their houses 
and showing you their temples and pagodas, and making 
much of you with torchlight processions and fStes; and 
when you inquire in bewilderment what it is all for, they 
will reply, ^ Are not you the father of the renowned Ameri- 
can authoress, whose great work has just been translated into 
the language of the disciples of Confucius?' Papa, I see you 
greatly underrate your daughters, but we are on our metal 
now, and you shall be convinced that it is sterling." 

" It has the true ring, at any rate," he said, looking at 
her admiringly. " But about commencement. Fay ? You 
didn't lose it, I hope on my account?" 

"Papa, you don't imagine I could go while you were 
so ill, do you?" she asked. " Miss Wheelwright sent my 
diploma; and^-oh, papa, you haven't heard yet, have you? 
— I won the prize for music, an elegant portfolio containing 
some of the chief works of the great masters. She sent it 
too, and said they were all so sorry I couldn't be present, 
that they missed me very much, and that she hoped you 
would soon be well. Papa, I know I could get a higher 
place than this at the mill, but then T should have to go 
away from home — that is, from you and May," she cor- 
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rected qiiicjkly, seeing him about again to remind her that 
Apple-blossom Cottage would soon be her home no longer. 

Fay and May, with the elasticity of youth, would not 
break their hearts over the " flitting," if it must be. Truth 
to tell, if it were not for papa's sake they would be not at all 
disinclined to a change; but to this home he had come in 
his early manhood, here he had passed his few brief years 
of wedded bliss, here his children were bom, here the wife 
of his affection had faded and languished, and near by was 
the spot where he had lain her to rest. It would be a 
severe wrench indeed that parted him from the pretty 
little domicile. 

"And the valedictory. Fay?" he asked. 

"Corinne Jewett read it, papa." 

"And the white dress and the six-button kids?" 

" They will keep for my first party, papa, or till May 
gets married and T am her bridemaid," with a little sup- 
pressed sigh for the dainty robe, with its delicate puffings 
and insertions and soft garniture of mamma's real Valen- 
ciennes lace, that little Miss Cantrell had busied herself 
over for a whole week, and which, after all, had to be 
folded away without the admiring eyes of "the girls" ever 
having rested upon it. 

"But suppose you should go first yourself?" said the 
doctor, smiling ; " then it will do just as well for May, 
will it not?" 

" Hush, papa ! you shouldn't say such naughty things," 
blushing shyly and tossing her head. " I shall always be 
your little Fay, and nobody else's." 

" Not so very little now, Fay — sixteen and a half, and 
up to my chin, and I'm five feet eleven." 

" May says we're like Jonah's gourd, that sprang up in 
a night," remarked Fay. 

" Who's taking my name in vain ?" asked May, coming 
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in softly. "Papa, I thought auntie bade you woo Hired 
Nature's sweet restorer;' but since you are awake, here is 
a note that has just come for you, enclosed in one to me. 
It is from Mr. Arthur. Will you read it, or, if your eyes 
ache, shall I?" 

"If you please, pet." 

May opened and read: 

Bellehurst, Friday A. m. 
Dear Doctor: 

I met Dr. Gersham a little while ago, and he informed me that 
you are about to leave us, to be away some months imbibing health 
and redoubled vigor from the strong sea-breezes. I can only say 
"^ow voyage and a safe and happy return I" If you have not already 
fixed upon a substitute to fill your place while you are gone, I would 
like to recommend a young friend of mine. He stands high in 
the profession, has been on the staff of three of our prominent 
hospitals, and intends shortly to establish a practice for himself. 
In the interim, however, he will take some time to catalogue a 
valuable library and collection of curiosities left by his father, the 
late distinguished Dr. Hobart, to the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons. We had thought of asking him out here (he is a 
nephew of Miss Nisbitt's) while engaged in this work, as he 
would be sure of uninterrupted quiet; but he doesn't want to 
rust. So, if you are willing to delegate your duties to him during 
your absence, you will be putting him under a signal obligation, 
while you may be certain that your patients will be well looked 
after. Kequesting an early answer, I am, my dear doctor, 

Yours sincerely, 

Arthur P. Chandler. 

"Hobart?" said Aunt Mary, who had come in during 
the reading. " Why, that is the name of Gerty's fiancS .^ 
Wonder if it can be the same? — NoW; brother, this dis- 
poses of your practice, and reserves it for you. Was 
ever anything so opportune!" 

" You haven't heard mine yet," said May, trying to speak 
naturally, though in a tremor of excitement ; and she read 
the following: 
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Bellehuest, Friday A m. 
Miss May Gilbert : 

My Dear Young Friend — For cogent reasons I have bartered 
the Cupid and Psyche. The purchaser is not Mr. Smith, but, 
oddly enough, his valuation of it was the same as that of Mr. 
Smith's better-half— that is, five thousand dollars. I thought the 
offer too fair to let slip a second time, especially as the would-be 
buyer really seemed to appreciate it for itself, and not for the 
amount of cash it would represent while making an imposing 
ornament for the "back parlor." 

Now, two-fourths of the price brought are fairly mine as the 
designer; another fourth likewise I claim, as Cupid was created 
after mine own image; the remaining fourth is yours by every 
law of right and justice, for the like reason as regards Psyche. 
Nay, you are really entitled to more than that amount, for the 
gentleman frankly told me that in his estimation — and he calls 
himself a connoisseur — in the peerless little maiden lies the chief 
merit and attraction of the work. 

Therefore I formally advance you your share of the proceeds, 
which I trust you will receive in the purely business spirit in 
which it is sent, and by so doing relieve my conscience of a weight 
that has lain heavily upon it, enabling me to again hold up my 
head and boldly affirm that I owe no man (or woman) anything; 
which I could never do since I kept you in unrequited durance on 
those sultry July and August days in 74. 

Yours truly, 

Arthur P. Chandler. 

" This is what was inside/* she said, laying a cheque in 
her father's hand. 

"Twelve hundred and fifty dollars!" he exclaimed. 
"Mr. Chandler presumes upon our rumored misfortunes, 
I think," coldly, though the hot blood of a proud inde- 
pendence reddened his brow. 

"Gracious, Harry! you mustn't be so susceptible," put 
in his sister. "Now, don't go and bite off your nase to 
spite your fai«. I call this nothing less than providential. 
This Mr. Chandler writes like a true friend, who as unos- 
tentatiously as possible presses upon you that which will 
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tide you over your embarrassments. Twelve hundred and 
fifty dollars are no more to him than twelve hundred and 
fifty cents would be to you. Accept the sum as a welcome 
loan, and send him your promissory note for the amount — 
you will be abundantly able to redeem it by our imited 
exertions before long — and see if you cannot make terms 
with the man who holds the mortgage on the place to take 
it in lieu of the full sum and give you an extension for the 
remainder." 

" Yes, papa, do !" importuned both the girls. 

But for a long while he held out against all persuasions. 

" Harry," said his sister, " I haven't very much of this 
world's goods, as you know, but the little principal I have, 
though I cannot touch it while I live, at my death I may 
leave to whom I please. I have no kin but Leonard's 
children and yours, and his are not likely ever to need 
aught from me ; so, wTiatever I have will then go to May 
and Fay. Now, if it will make it easier for you to use 
this money I'll have a codicil put to my will before you 
sail, authorizing my executors to pay to this Mr. Chand- 
ler twelve hundred and fifty dollars, with interest, on my 
decease if the debt still stands at that time. Thus he will 
be sure of getting his own, though perhaps it will be at a 
late day. Will that do?" 

" I cannot resist your kindness, Mary," Dr. Gilbert said, 
much moved. — "But, daughter, I should prefer that the 
note be in your name, as to you the letter and cheque were 
addressed." 

May brought pen and ink, and in her clear, large round 
hand, more like a school-boy's than a young lady's writing, 
copied as he dictated. 

" The little witch !" said Arthur in a monologue when 
May's note of hand came to him in his morning's mail, 
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with a little billet on tinted paper explaining to him that 
they could not misconstrue his motive in sending what he 
had, as everj^body knew of the bankruptcy of the trust 
company in which papa had all his money, and his conse- 
quent inability to raise the mortgage on his place, which 
was forthwith to be sold on foreclosure. She thankfully 
accepted his kindness, and would at the very earliest data 
take pleasure in refunding it to him with interest. 

"The little witch r he repeated; "but I fully expected 
as much. Signs herself Mary Gilbert, too ! I am to be 
duly impressed with our dignity as a party to this import- 
ant document;" and he laughed as he tapped the paper. 
" It can never be that the child has it in her head to work 
and earn enough to reimburse the amount," he continued 
as he read the lines over again. " Here she has underlined 
the I — unintentionally perhaps, but still it seems as though 
she would have the personal pronoun stand out predom- 
inant. I suppose, since Fay has sought employment, 
May will not be behind her, for of the two Fay would 
certainly have the greatest aversion to such a step. She 
is a born patrician, but May, sonsie May ! would shine as 
pre-eminent, and could be as contented and happy if she 
were with those she loved, in a homespun gown in a 
pioneer's log hut on the prairie as she would in velvet 
at the court of St. James. 

* A noble woman, nobly planned, 
To warn, to comfort, and command.' 
I wish-" 

But, whatever the wish might be, it was smothered in 
its birth, and, touching a spring in his desk, Arthur 
deposited both the note and the billet in the recess of the 
hollow slide it revealed. 

Six days after the good ship Great Western spread hei 
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canvas and majestically moved out of the harbor of New 
York, while one on her deck with yearning gaze watched 
the fast-receding line of hazy blue that marked the coast ; 
and miles away, in a cottage in the midst of the apple 
trees, two young hearts which had kept up bravely while 
papa was by wept out their hitherto pent-up sorrow on 
Aunt Mary's loving breast. 

When Miss Gilbert went to Bayford to see about the 
mortgage and to endeavor to prevent the sale, she was told 
that the former had been transferred to a gentleman who 
was very anxious to possess the cottage ; perhaps, though, 
he might be induced to accommodate the doctor. The 
gentleman's name did not transpire, but Miss Gilbert was 
directed to his lawj'^er, who, after consultation with his 
principal, agreed to her proposal — to pay down four hun- 
dred dollars then, and the rest of the two thousand within 
the year. So there was still hope that Apple-blossom 
Cottage might remain in the doctor's possession. 
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CHAPTER XX, 

WORKING AND WAITING. 

** A UNT MARY, I want to go to New York, jpiease, 
-^ ma'am, and try my luck there/' 

" To New York, child !" Aunt Mary exclaimed, dropping 
her needle and elevating her eyebrows to their greatest 
altitude at this startling announcement so quietly made. 

" Yes, auntie. It's of no use keeping on this way any 
longer. All my productions come back on my hands 
again like a bad penny. For over three months I've 
been writing and scattering manuscripts broadcast, only 
to have them declined with thanks' and returned to me 
when I have forwarded the requisite number of postage- 
stamps. Thus I have more than expended what my fare 
would come to, not to speak of the loss in paper and other 
sundries, and the valuable time frittered away in preparing 
these rejected articles, which may as well go into the trash- 
basket at once." And she made a motion as if to sum- 
marily brush the scattered papers into that despised recep- 
tacle. 

" Don't, my dear !" said Aunt Mary, interposing to avert 
their threatened doom. " I think they are beautiful, and 
if the editors send them back it is either because they 
haven't taken the trouble to look them over at all, or 
because they are such numbskulls as not to know a good 
thing when they see it. They must wait until some one 
else has brought the unknown writer forward into public 
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notice, and she has made a name and reputation, before 
they dare put the seal of their sanction to her work.'^ 

" That's exactly it, auntie, and that's why I want to go 
to the city to prosecute this search for fame and fortune in 
person. While I am here I can only send to a few places, 
but there I could go around to every one, and if I met with 
discouragement in ninety-and-nine, I might succeed in the 
hundredth. Then I would be spared the long suspense, the 
hope deferred that maketh the heart sick ; and if what I 
wrote didn't prove suitable, I would be within easy access 
of samples of what does conform to the popular taste, and 
could modify my style accordingly. Your partiality and 
Fay's leads you to look at my scribblings through rose- 
colored spectacles, but there may be very many who write 
quite as well, and the demand is always regulated by the 
supply. The editors of course only accept what they can 
turn to profit, and there is no market for ice in Siberia, 
though it be the best Rockland Lake, nor for fur in the 
tropics, though it be the choicest sable or mink. It is non- 
sense to * carry coals to Newcastle.' But to find out what 
is coal, that's the rub. If I only once knew, it's as easy 
for me to furnish wood or coke or charcoal. Is my met- 
aphor clear to you, auntie? If not, in plain English, T 
flatter myself I can write as well as most of the contrib- 
utors to the periodicals that have come under my notice, 
if not better ; only I am working under manifold difficul- 
ties, that would be sensibly decreased were I within a few 
minutes' walk, instead of a day's ride, of Printing-house 
Square. So, auntie dear, you will give me your blessing 
and let me go for a little while, won't you?" 

" Your father would never allow it, I know, May," said 
Aunt Mary, greatly troubled, and heartily wishing herself 
well relieved of the sole charge of this enterprising young 
lady. 
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" But papa isn't here now, and you stand in his place fcc 
us while he is away, auntie." 

" The greater reason why I should be particularly care- 
ful to do, or permit to be done, only that of which I know 
he would approve." 

"Auntie, I must do something, and there is only this one 
thing that I feel, without a shadow of doubt, I can do well, 
and that at the same time is congenial to me. Live on Fay 
longer, as I am doing, I will not. If you refuse to let me 
go to the city, there is nothing more to be said, but I will 
apply for that vacancy at Crawford's this very day." 

Crawford kept a large fancy store in Bayford, and a slip 
of paper in the window had for a week past informed the 
passers-by that he was in need of a saleswoman. 

" You would stay at your uncle's, I suppose ?" said Aunt 
Mary, driven at once into compliance by this last declara- 
tion, as May confidently expected she would be. 

" No, ma'am ; I shall stay at Shrewsy's. I am sure of a 
warm welcome there, which I think even you could not 
ensure me at the other place." 

" That is true," Aunt Mary had to owa to herself, sor- 
rowfully. — " Where does Shrewsy live ?" she asked. 

" In Hester street, corner of Mulberry, wherever tJ^at 
may be." 

"One of the most disreputable localities in the city!" 
cried her aunt. "Why, child, it is almost as bad as the 
Five Points." 

"And is that bad?" asked May, innocently. " I thouglit 
Mr. Pease had been there with his band of moral reform- 
era and transformed it into a model community?" 

" Well," said Miss Gilbert, put to confusion by May's 
unlooked-for knowledge of metropolitan history, "it's 
much better than it used to be, but those down-town 
neighborhoods are not at all nice places for people to live 
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in, even if they cannot help it; and you, who have al- 
ways been accustomed to the pure, fresh air of the country, 
would be down with fever or diphtheria in no time," 

" Shrewsy herself had lived all her life in the country, 
and yet she hasn^t fallen a victim to city miasma and 
squalid surroundings. Say I may go, auntie dear, if 
only for a fortnight, and if by the end of that time IVe 
lost, by Mr. Higginbotham's scales, an ounce of my super- 
abundant flesh or my vivid bloom has lessened by half a 
shade — I only wish it would ; I don't at all like to appear 
so buxom and robust — I'll let you know, and then you can 
recall me if you think best.'' 

" Well," said Aunt Mary in a tone of forced resignation, 
"I am acting against my better judgment, but rather than 
have you say your hopes were frustrated by a tyrannical old 
aunt, I will give you leave for the fortnight, when I will 
write to your cousin Leonard and commission him to con- 
voy you to the cars and see you safely aboard them for 
home. If you have inherited nothing else from your father. 
May, you have at least your full share of the traditional 
Gilbert obstinacy." 

" In which I resemble a dear old auntie of mine," giving 
her a hug, "who, when she was told the moist air of Check- 
erville was bad for her asthma, replied that she was willing 
to risk it ; and when they said it beat Jersey for mosquitoes, 
she extinguished them by saying warmly, ^ I like mosqui- 
toes.' So by me, auntie. I am willing to risk the diph- 
Uieria and I like disreputable localities when love or duty 
calls me to face them. And you needn't send Master Leon- 
ard io chaperon me, ma'am, for, being perfectly capable of 
finding my way to the d^p6t and buying my ticket, I shall 
certainly act rudely toward that small boy if he presumes 
to be officious." 

"How you do talk, May!" said Aunt Mary. "AVhy, 
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Leonard isn't a boy, child. He's six years older than yoii 
are — ^twenty-two/^ 

" I don't care if he is forty-two, auntie. Fm a host in 
myself, and at any time you write for me to come home I'll 
oomr, but I don't want an escort." 

To New York May went, and it was two months, instead 
of two weeks, before they had her back again. 

Shrewsy, scarcely changed a particle from the old Shrew- 
sy whom she knew, stood behind the counter measuring out 
a pint of cider vinegar, expatiating volubly meanwhile on 
the subject of Higginbothara's taxes, the arrears of which 
he had gone to the City Hall to settle, when May, after 
threading her way through a labyrinth of crooked streets 
and serpentine windings, directed now by a good-natured 
apple- woman, again set on the right track by an obliging 
policeman, at last walked into the little dark, half-under- 
ground shop, around the wooden awning-posts of which was 
blazoned in flaming red letters, "Timothy Higginbotham 
& Co., Wholesale and Retail Grocers/^ the " Co." being his 
wife ; and she wasn't a sileTvt partner, either. 

" Good-morning, ma'am," said May. " I've called to see 
if you could take a boarder," as Mother Bunch — ^the name 
Shrewsy^s customer went by, on account of her size and 
unwieldy proportions — ^paused in the middle of a sentence, 
and Shrewsy looked round to discover the wherefore of the 
interruption. 

The next minute the vinegar was flowing in a stream 
over the floor, while Shrewsy, with May clasped in a tight 
embrace, was by turns laughing and crying, and Johnny 
and Jennie and Peggy, looking on from the doorway, were 
uncertain whether to attribute this unusual demonstration 
on mother's part to a fit or an attack of St. Vitus's dance. 
She wasn't in her normal senses, that was sure, to let tlie 
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Vinegar run out of the cask, even if it was one of those 
Gilberts she was always talking about come from a dis- 
tance to make her a visit. 

But " mother" didn't give them much time to speculate : 
**Here, you Johnny, stop off that, quick; — and, Peggy^ 
run and fetch the housecloth and wipe up that flood ; — ^and; 
Jennie, spin round lively and tend the store till father 
comes. — Where are you stoppin', and how long can you 
stay?" to May. 

"I have come here straight from the d^p6t, and I'll 
stay, I'm afraid, until I shall tire out your hospitality." 

"Come inside and lay off your things, then," said 
Shrewsy ; and May followed her into a dingy but beauti- 
fully clean little kitchen. 

Peggy took her hat, sacque, and hand-bag and carried 
them off, and Shrewsy pushed her with gentle force into 
the easiest seat the room afforded, a wooden rocker, and 
said concisely, " Now talk while I'm gettin' something for 
you to eat; I'll wager you're half famished." 

May disclaimed any sensation of hunger, but Shrewsy 
went right on with her preparations for a sumptuous 
meal as though she were deaf to her words; so May let 
her have her way, and talked, as she had been bidden, of 
her father, of Fay, of the Checkervillians, the Chandlers- 
villians, the Bayfordites, and, lastly, of herself, in an in- 
intermitting strain till the repast was ready and Timothy 
came in. Then, after she had been cordially welcomed 
by him, she had to begin and go all over it again. 

"You can have Johnny's room," said Shrewsy, "and 
he can sleep on a cot down here." 

"Oh no," remonstrated May; "don't turn him out of 
his room for me. I can sleep anywhere — on the floor or 
on the sofa — and if I get along well I may only be with 
you a very few days." 

25 T 
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"That * if ^ must be got rid of before you can say 
whether your stay will be long or short ; and, whichever 
it be, your father's daughter shall have the best that I can 
give or get for her while it lasts, as sure's my name's 
Shrewsbury Bascobee," looking square at her meek spouse, 
as if he had said something to the contrary. 

May was amused to see that she had not yet become 
sufficiently accustomed to her new title to clincli her asser- 
tions by it. 

" Certainly, my dear, the very best," said Timothy. He 
always dutifully echoed his wife's sentiments. If she had 
said positively, " Your head is made of green cheese, Hig- 
ginbotham," he would have responded mildly, "Yes, my 
dear— of green cheese." 

So May had Johnny's room, with all the little added 
furbishings that every other room could contribute — the 
marseilles quilt, real down pillows, and marble-top wash- 
stand from Shrewsy's ; the gilt girandoles and the wooden 
rocker from the sitting-room-kitchen; and the bright 
strip of carpet for the bedside from Jennie's. 

Peggy was her bedfellow at her own earnest request, 
and often the two lay awake half the night, the one 
telling, the other drinking in, tales and legends in count- 
less number. Then Jennie got wind of this nocturnal " feast 
of reason and flow of soul," and was determined that she 
would not be balked of her share. So night after night 
with stealtliy footsteps she stole through the narrow passage 
when she had assured herself that her parents were safely 
in the land of Nod, by holding her ear to the board par- 
tition that separated their sleeping apartment from hers, 
until she had obtained auricular testimony to the fact in 
the shape of regular and sonorous snores — one set in the 
major, the other in the minor key — and established herself 
on the edge of May's bed to listen until the latter's tongua 
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refused to wag longer from sheer weariness ; then she would 
creep back as noiselessly as she came. May was often 
lieartily sorry that she couldn't offer her a berth with her 
for the little that remained of the night, but the single 
bed could scarcely hold two with any degree of comfort, 
let alone three. 

Poor Johnny felt somewhat as the Peri must have done 
when shut out of Paradise, but May consoled him as well 
as she could by doling out scraps of Robin Hood, Don 
Quixotte, The Forty Thieves, etc., during tlieir daily walks 
to and from the printing-offices and when they took a stroll 
in the Battery enclosure, as they often did ; for the Indian 
summer lingered long, and it was a treat while it did to 
exchange the gutter-smells of Hester street for the fresh, 
cool breezes from the bay, and the outlook from Shrewsy's 
back windows, on dilapidated woodsheds and innumerable 
lines of nondescript garments dangling from house to 
house, for the swell of the glistening waves and the 
enlivening scene in the park — the trees in all their autumn 
glory, the troops of oddly-dressed immigrants from every 
quarter of the globe, the gayly-uniformed band discours- 
ing sweet sounds with cornets, fifes, and cymbals, the 
throng of idlers and pleasure-seekers, and the gambol- 
ling children. It seemed to bring May near to papa, 
now on his homeward stretch, this place where she could 
see the noble vessels coming in from foreign ports or lying 
at anchor in the stream. But the glad reflection was 
quickly followed by one that robbed it of its joy. Papa 
was coming, but what had she to show for the months of 
his absence? Fay might well rejoice, for the very first 
letter that had come to her from home after she left told 
her of Fay's engagement at a fair salary to sing in the 
choir of the new church at Chandlers ville. Then slie 
had six pupils in music besides, and might now, did 
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Bhe so wish, throw up her place at the mill, as her ia- 
come from these other sources could make her independ- 
ent of it. 

That which in the beginnig had been utterly, though 
secretly, distasteful to Fay, had quickly become very 
pleasant. It would be strange if she did not like to teach 
pupils who were so tractable and anxious to learn, and 
who were, moreover, so fond of herself. It was a curious 
sight to see Fay with her evening classes — ^to watch the 
slight girlish figure bending over that great hulk Jake 
Barrett, guiding his clumsy, untutored digits with her 
white, slender fingers over the puzzling up-strokes and 
down-strokes of his copy, or checking with a look of 
gentle gravity Nancy Hallett's giggling fit over the 
mistakes Em Burt was making in her reading. In- 
sensibly, her example told on them, these uncouth young 
men and boisterous, uncultivated young women. They 
took pattern by her little courtesies and politenesses, and 
began to practise them amongst themselves ; and the girls 
copied every nicety of dress and mien as closely as they 
could, each vicing with the other as to which should 
approach the nearest to their paragon. 

And Fay herself had improved. The false pride that 
had hitherto spoiled her to a certain extent had been laid 
low, never to be taken up again, when she joined the ranks 
of the workers ; and, this defect removed, a sweeter or a 
more lovable girl than Fay Gilbert would be hard to 
find. 

With a stout heart and an unwavering faith in her own 
powers, May, with Johnny for a guide, had started out on 
her rounds the day after her arrival in the city. Shrewsy 
entreated her not to be in such a hurry — to take a day or 
two to enjoy herself first ; but May replied merrily to all 
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her urging that she could never thoroughly enjoy herself 
until she had earned the right to do so, and that would be 
when, wdth her first gold eagle, she should take them all 
to Barnum's. And from that time forth Johnny, Peg, and 
Jennie prayed devoutly every night that that gold eagle 
niiglit not tarry long in coming. 

But, like many who live on "great expectations," the 
children found that one may grow gray, and likely as not be 
gathered to his fathers, while waiting for the shadow of 
good things to solidify into the substance; and as weeks 
went on, and May^s hopes turned out, one after the other, 
as delusive and intangible as will-o'-the-wisps, they came 
to the wise determination that it was time enough to " count 
their chickens" when they were "hatched," or, in othei 
parlance, to excite themselves over the " big show " only 
when they were fairly on their way thither, 

"May I leave a story for your inspection, sir?" said 
May to the editor of The Family Frienid, 

" Have you ever had anything printed before, and if so, 
what and where ?" looking at her scrutinizingly, 

"No, sir, I—" 

" Then I'm sorry, but we never accept articles from new 
beginners. Tried talent is all that we care to employ, and 
to the wisdom of our course our subscription-list bears 
witness." 

" But, sir—" 

" Excuse me, miss, my time is very precious ;" and with 
a ceremonious bow he turned again to the examination of 
his papers. 

" Is this the office of The Standard f 

" It is, madam." 

" May I see the editor?" 

" You may." 
25 • 
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May waited, and the automatic man whom she had 
addressed waited also. 

"Are you the gentleman?'' asked May, waking with a 
start to the remote possibility. 

" I am, madam." 

" May I offer a short story for the columns of your paper 
if it proves suitable?'' 

« You may." 

"Thank you," laying down the sheets on his desk, 
" Good-morning." 

" Good-morning." 

She had reached the door when he called out, " Madam !" 

May went back. 

" I consider it right to tell you that The Standard doesn't 
publish stories or frivolous matter of any description." 

"Why didn't you say so before, then?" asked May, 
gathering up her papers and feeling an almost irresistible 
desire to shake the man. 

"Because you merely requested permission to make an 
offer, and I, who never like to refuse a lady, granted it ; 
and the same chivalrous feeling now prompts me to save 
you tlie trouble of calling again by informing you that 
your manuscript is respectfully declined." And the fel- 
low, more knave than fool, smiled upon her benignly. 

If May had had the Gorgon-like power to transfix that 
smile upon his lips, and leave him sitting there in petrified 
complacency, I'm afraid she would have done it as she left 
the editorial sanctum in a whirl of indignation. 

" Copy enough on hand to last for a year," was the brief 
answer at the next place where she applied, the speaker net 
even lifting his eyes from the newspaper he was reading to 
see who was his interlocutor. 

" Will you look over this story if I leave it, sir, and see 
if it will do for your magazine ?" 
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'^ Certainly." 

" When shall I call to learn your decision ?" 

" Day after to-morrow." 

Thus, with varying results, every office that she could 
find or hear tell of was visited, but, though in some she 
met with more civility than in others, all were alike in tlie' 
main particular — in none of them were her pieces retained. 
Where she was told to call again it was only to be greeted 
with the dispiriting intelligence that her articles were " too 
long " or " too short," " not up to the standard " or " not 
sensational enough ;" and when she tried again, this time 
modelling her article after one by some highly-lauded con- 
tributor, it was only to have it given back to her witli tlie 
indifferent words, " Shouldn't care to use it, miss. Much 
obliged." 

" I'll give it up," she said at last, the hope that " springs 
eternal in the human breast " being just then covered deep 
with the snows of despair, — " I'll give it up and go home. 
It is clear as noonday that I've mistaken my vocation. 
Haven't I been told so in a roundabout way time and 
again, and doesn't that pile of useless manuscript bear wit- 
ness to it? The only piece of good-fortune that has be- 
fallen me is in having a sister prudent enough to dissuade 
me, dolt as I was, from writing a whole book at the very 
outset. Nice time I should have had of it going from pub- 
lisher to publisher, asking each to print it, and getting a 
repulse at every step. 

"Well, so did a young person I was readin' about tlie 
other day," said Shrewsy. " She wrote a book alwut Jane 
Something-or-other, and they all said it wasn't worth any- 
thing, and sent it back and back until it was nearly worn 
to pieces. But she persevered, and the paper says her book 
is counted 'mong the best." 
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'^ Then it must be Charlotte Bronte's Jane Eyre,^ said 
May, eagerly. 

"Like as not that's it; f^m no hand foi rememberin' 
names. — I^eggy, pull out that bottom bureau-drawer and 
give May the paper you'll find in the corner. — I saved it, 
thinkin' perhaps you might like to read it, and that if 
miglit be a sort of encouragement to you." 

The paper was brought and the paragraph pointed out. 

"Yes, but, after all, what good does this do me?" sho 
said disconsolately. "Charlotte Bronte was an exception 
in that as in ever}^thing else." 

" Nebber gib up, chile," she seemed to hear Chloe say 
again ; " 'member yo'r motto !" 

" Five Hundred Dollars for the Best Temperance Story ! 
Competitors will be heard from until. the first day of Feb- 
ruary ! No respect of persons or previous records ! The 
lists are open to all who may wish to tiy for the premium." 
Then followed particulars as to the number of pages re- 
quired, etc., and the directions of the publishers, Messrs. 
Graham & Richardson, No. 12 street, Boston, Mass. 

May had turned over Shrewsy's paper mechanically, and 
this it was that at once arrested and held her aimless glance 
on the other side. 

The first of Februar}^, and this was the last of Novem- 
ber ! Could she by any known process compress the work 
of six months into two? If a spur was all that was need- 
ed, she had not one, but legions. She would not allow her- 
self to think over what they were, or to bask in fancy 
in all that the possession of the guerdon would bring to 
her. Could she do it? 

" I can do all things through Christ, which strengtheneth 
me." 

" Mercy on us ! what's up now ?" cried Shrewsy, as May 
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sprang from her chair and ran out of the room, up the 
rickeiy stairs in a series of bounds, and into her chamber, 
where they could hear her shut tlie door and lock it. 

'* Maybe some of her folks are dead or her house is took 
fire and burnt down, and she saw it in the paper/' said 
Johnny. 

Shrewsy took up the paper and examined it minutely, 
but nothing could she discover to account for May's strange 
agination. "Go up, Jennie,'' she said, "and peep through 
the big crack in the panel of the door. Perhaps the child 
is sick or in trouble." 

Jennie went up in great haste, but came back slowly and 
quiet as a mouse. "Mother," said she, "what do you 
think? May's a-kneeling by the bed, praying away as 
though it were night, and here it's the middle of the broad 
daylight !" 

" Hold your tongue," said Shrewsy sharply, " and go on 
with your sewing." 

And Jennie did as she was bid, wondering what she had 
said to be snapped up so suddenly, and why mother sent 
her up to find out what May was doing if she didn't want 
to hear when she returned. 

May's departure from Shrewsy's was as sudden as her 
arrival. 

" Why, I didn't think you cared for me so much," she 
said to the children as they clung about her at parting — 
Jennie and Peggy in tears, Johnny in grief as abject, 
though he was too manly to give it outward expression. 
"Peggy, you didn't think I could stay with you always, 
did you ? — Jennie, don't cry, little woman, but think of 
next summer, when you are all coming out to the country 
to make me a visit. — ^Johnny, the sooner I get home the 
sooner I can send you that box of books I promised 
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you — Tom Brown and The Boy* a Ovm Book, and all the 
rest/' 

"I don't want them," said Johnny, breaking down in 
spite of himself, and blubbering ; " I want youJ' 

"Me? Oh, Jack, when you have two sisters, and Fay 
only one, would you be so selfish as to wish to keep that 
one from her, that you might have three ? No, I'm sure 
you wouldn't, and when you come to Checkerville, Johnny, 
and see Fay you'll be cured of ever wanting me again. — 
Won't he, mother?" 

Johnny's earnest protestations of eternal fidelity to his 
first love were cut short by a squeeze and a kiss, and when 
he recovered his equanimity his father and May were gone, 
while in his hand was her little pearl-handled knife tliat 
he had always so much admired. 

"Mother." said Peggy when some days had passed, 
" isn't our Johnny a funny boy ? When he washes his 
face he won't let the water or the towel touch his lips for 
anything, because May kissed him on them ; and he says 
that kiss is going to stay there until he sees her again." 

" If he kisses anybody else, that'll wipe it off as well," 
said Shrewsy. 

" But he won't, mother. He wouldn't kiss Jennie when 
he let her little china jug fall and break, though he always 
used to when he did anything to us and felt sorry for it." 

" John," said Shrewsy that evening when the family 
were assembled for supper, "come here." 

Johnny went up to her. 

"Kiss me." 

He grew very red in the face and stood stockstill. It 
was such a dreadful degradation she would put upon him 
— before the girls too, who had heard his self-imposed vow ! 
If she had but called him aside in private ! But that would 
not have satisfied her. He had had too many tussels with 
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Iier already, however, in which he had always been the 
conquered and the wounded, to defy her by disobeying ; so 
he gingerly touched his lips to the hard, immobile mouth. 

" Now your sisters,^^ she commanded. 

Johnny freezingly saluted them. 

**That settles that folly," with an exultant sneer, 
''You'll scarcely go with a dirty face in order to pre- 
serve those kisses.'^ 

" No," muttered Johnny in an inward fury, '^ not yours, 
at any rate. I'd get that off if I had to plane my face to 
do it, like the joiners with the splintery boards." 

Should John Higginbotham, just when he might be the 
greatest stay to his father's declining years, take to wild 
courses or leave his home and friends without so much as 
a word to tell them of his whereabouts, as many another 
young man has done before him, folks will shake their 
heads and say it is a " strange dispensation ;'^ but Jennie 
and Peggy will know, if no one else does, that it is only 
the snapping of the bowstring that has been drawn beyond 
its utmost tension, the inevitable culmination of a system 
of severity and misguided oppression on his step-mother's 
part, of which the rifled kiss was but a solitary instance. 

All the while, in the cars May was in a deep revery, 
putting together the plot of her story; and she might have 
been carried far beyond her destination had not Mike, who 
was waiting for her with the buggy, accidentally seen her 
through the window and hailed her. 

At home she found a third party, for whose presence 
there Fay's letters had prepared her. Gerty Gilbert's curi- 
osity and jealousy had been aroused by Dr. Hobart's un- 
qualified praises of her unknown cousins. Their beauty, 
their grace, their accomplishments, their vivacity, in turn 
were commented on, until his betrothed began to think 
him altogether too much interested for one who should 
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have eyes for none besides her own fair self. So she all 
of a sudden conceived a philanthropic longing to see how 
' dear Aunt Mary was managing it exist in tliat hermit- 
age in the wilderness, and to cheer her up a little in her 
solitude.' Accordingly, with many lamentations for the 
sacrifice she was called upon to make in exiling herself 
from the city when everybody that was anybody had re- 
turned to it from their summer migrations and town-life 
was again in full blast, and pitying condolences from mam- 
ma for the same, she started for Checkerville, where her 
appearance was as great a surprise, not only to her rela- 
tives, but to her intended husband, as though she had 
fallen from the sky. She had been there now quite a 
little while, and, though affirming herself bored to death, 
had not as yet shown the slightest inclination to bring her 
visit to an end. She alternately snubbed and patronized 
Fay, who was too serene in herself to be at all affected one 
way or the other, or, if she had been, was too mindful of 
her duties as hostess to openly resent Gerty's manner. She 
commiserated Aunt Mary on the hardships she must ex- 
perience " from the change — no servants or anything, you 
know" — yet kept the poor old lady dancing perpetual 
attendance on her, because ^ she'd always been so used to 
a maid that she really couldn't do anything for herself.' 
She was at Dr. Hobart's heels wherever he went, and as 
Miss Nisbitt's future niece, was often at Bellehui'st, where 
she was liked by the general for her piquant chatter, and 
tolerated by the rest from the necessity of the case, Chloe 
never speaking of her but as " dat baggage." 

Between May and her it was "daggers drawn" from 
the first. 

"Auntie dear," drawled Gerty, "are you going up 
stairs? No? Oh, I thought you were, and it would 
save me si^ much trouble. Wliat was it 1 wanted f Oh, 
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nothing, only if you'd be so kind as to carry up these 
wraps for me, and bring down my slippers and sontag, 
my ivory bobbins and my basket of Berlin wools (you'll 
find it on the dressing-table). Yes, and my desk, auntie— 
I'll write to mamma this morning — and the bottle of violet 
ink that stands beside it, and the paper-covered novel I 
left lying on the bed. And at the same time, auntie, will 
you ask your man to polish my boots ? They're all muddy 
from that horrid road; it's a regular bog." 

"Sit still, Aunt Mary," said May, as the former was 
about to rise and leave the room, "I am younger than 
you, and can fetch and carry for Miss Gilbert more expe- 
ditiously. I shall have to get a hamper from the store- 
room first, however, for, not being ^ the hundred-handed,' 
I couldn't possibly bring so many things at one time with- 
out its assistance. — And while I am gone," turning to 
Gerty, "don't you think it would be well to make out 
a memorandum? For, though I have a good head for 
items, my memory is not by any means infallible, and 
I might justly be excused if I happened to overlook one 
or two of those multitudinous commissions." 

Gerty colored violently, seemed as if about to speak, 
then walked hastily out of the room, pulling the door to 
with a bang behind her. 

" My dear !" said Aunt Mary, in distress. 

" Why, May ! and she a comparative stranger to you !" 
from Fay. 

" I don't care. I hope I've given her a lesson that she'll 
take to heart. Pretty how-d'ye-do, indeed, for her to sit 
there like an empress and expect Aunt Mary to wait upon 
her ! But I'll teach Her Mightiness to show more defer- 
ence to her elders and to be her own Abigail while she is 
in this imcivilized portion of the world, anyhow." 

" ' Our man,' being a rotating machine between ours and 

26 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



302 BR, GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

some half a dozen neighbors' houses, had finished hia 
chores here before you had any notion of rising this morn- 
ing/' she said to Gerty some half hour later as she came 
in, bringing the shoes shining as brightly as blacking and 
** elbow-grease " could make them. "He is always glad 
of an extra job, however, as he has a large and growing 
family, and every little helps. So, if you like, I will 
speak to him to black your boots once, twice — how many 
times a day? — at five cents a* shine.' That's what they 
charge in the city, isn't it ? As it is, I've plied the brush 
on them myself this time, and hope they'll give satisfac- 
tion," twirling them around from heel to toe to admit of 
a thorough survey. 

" Perhaps you'd lilce to be recompensed for your labor ?" 
said Gerty ironically, opening her purse and throwing a 
nickel upon the table. 

"Thank you!" said May, picking it up nonchalantly; 
"^The laborer is worth his hire;'" and she walked over 
and dropped it into Fay's "mite-chest" on the mantel. 
"It will help to send a missionary to the Zulus or buy 
primers and catechisms for the natives of Borioboola Gha." 

" I don't know what Eustace meant when he said you 
were charming," cried G^rty, tears of vexation standing 
in her eyes. " I think you are abominably unkind and 
uncivil, and if you are going to be here I shall go home 
immediately." 

"Did Dr. Hobart say that?" asked May. "He is 
extremely complimentary," mockingly, "and I return 
thanks to him for his good opinion, as I do to you lor 
yours. You needn't curtail your visit on my account, for 
from this day out I shall be invisible, except at meal-times, 
when I shall be as mute as the fabled Sphinx, in dread of 
breaking the spell under the influence of which I shall 
keep weaving, weaving." 
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This language was Sanskrit to Grerty, and Aunt Mary's 
and Fay's reticence as to what May was doing behind 
those closed study-doors, where during the remainder of 
her cousin's stay she immured herself, did not tend to make 
them any better understood. 

" She must be engaged in some sort of chemical experi- 
ments," Gerty told the doctor ; but he was as much at sea 
as herself, for outside of her father. Fay, Aunt Mary, and 
Shrewsy's family all the world were ignorant of May's 
ambitious dreams. 

" It will be time enough for them to be told when they 
have first learned it through some other channel," she said ; 
" and if that time never comes, why, the least said the soon- 
est mended, and nobody will be able to laugh at my vain 
pretensions or pity me when my air-bubble collapses." 

So she wrought and wrought, often despite Aunt Mary's 
expostulations, late into the night. Gerty went, and ere 
many more sunsets papa would be at home. At last the 
story was finished. 

" I'll take a nom-de-plume for a change," she said ; 
*^ perhaps it may mark the turning of the tide in my favor. 
What shall it be ? ^ Queen Mab ' ? That's as good as any. 
It veils the real cognomen while it preserves the initial. 
It will mislead the knowing ones too, for if 'George 
Eliot ' is a woman, they will argue, * Queen Mab ' must bo 
a man ; and behind my mask I can enjoy their mistake and 
their confidence in their own acute discrimination." 

The package was sealed, directed, sent. May could not 
compose herself to any ordinary employment while her fate 
hung undecided in the balance, and she rushed into any- 
thing, everything, that would divert her mind from dwelling 
on the subject uppermost in it, and keep her from worrying 
hei-self about contingencies that might or might not liap- 
pen, and over which she could, at any rate, exercise no 
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control. She took long rambles through the woods, climb* 
ing steep ascents and slippery crags where one less sure- 
footed would have hazarded life and limb in venturing. 
She saddled old Jeannette, and in an improvised riding- 
habit — not of Lincoln green cloth, but of black cassiraere, 
a well-worn skirt of Aunt Mary^s, having a long train, 
supplemented by a jacket of the same material — and a felt 
hat of the Gtainsborough description she paced leisurely 
round the country, until, she said, " I guess I will hence- 
forth be known by the appellation of ^ Dame Trot/ '' She 
hunted up her skates and led the van in the merry com- 
pany of fleet goers who glided over the frozen surface of 
the creek, and elicited unbounded admiration by her grace- 
ful pirouettes and feats of agility on the ice ; and she en- 
rolled herself as " head-nurse and chief of ambulance ^' 
under Dr. Hobart, to spend and be spent in any service 
he might see fit to assign her. 

" What ails Minnie ?" she asked as she stood spreading 
a fresh flaxseed poultice for Mrs. Cody's felon, and the 
child came into the house bawling lustily. "Who hurt 
my pet?'' 

" He's doing away, so he is, and Minnie c'y 'cause she's 
sorry ; and he says to say dood-bye to mamma for him, and 
he wants to say it to you hisself." 

"Who?" asked May. 

" Misser Chan'ler. He's out dere wid de bossies, biddin' 
all de folkses dood-bye ;" and she ran to that sure refuge 
in all childish troubles, her mother's lap. 

Forgetting for the moment Mrs. Cody's sore finger and 
the smoking poultice she still held in her hand. May went 
out to where Mr. Arthur sat in the phaeton, his small 
driver standing at the horses' heads and two or three old 
women crowding around, with whom he was shaking 
hands and exchanging adieus. 
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This same small driver deserves here a few words of 
mention, as he has been neglected too long. It was Pier- 
rot, who upon his father's imprisonment had drifted back 
to the only abiding home and the best friends he had ever 
known ; and Mr. Arthur, having jast then let John go, 
and finding that though, for the most part, he could shift 
pretty well without him, there were times when a pair of 
nimble feet and ready hands at his disposal were almost 
indispensable, gladly took the boy at May's solicitation to 
make a man of him under his own eye. 

For three years past Pierrot had served his new master 
faithfully, and he would not have exchanged his position 
for that of the lord high chancellor of England. There 
was only one person who shared equally with Mr. Arthur 
his devoted attachment, and that was May, whose kindness 
to his dying mother made him hers for life. 

At sight of her now his face brightened, and he touched 
the rim of his resetted hat with as much punctilious re- 
spect as though he were a private saluting the general of 
an army, 

" Minnie told me you were inside," said Arthur; ^^ and as 
my time is limited, and I have ahready taken leave of your 
sister at the mill, it will save me from going on to the cot- 
tage to do the same with you here. But I'm afraid I've 
interrupted you in your work as Sister of Mercy ?" looking 
inquiringly at the lint and bandages. 

" Oh," said she, " that doesn't matter, as I had not yet 
removed the old poultice to put on the new ] I can heat it 
again. You are going away, then?" 

"Yes." 

" It seems as if everybody were," she said. 

"Oh VLOy 'everybody' to you is coming home," he 
replied lightly. "The doctor is expected next week, ia 
be not?" 

26* II 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



306 JDR, GILBERT'S DAUGHTERS. 

"Yes," said May, briglitening up, "and oh, Mr. Artliur, 
he is so well ! He says he feels as if the years had rolled 
back and left him at that part of his life when he was con- 
sidered the best athlete of his college." 

" I am more than glad to hear it," he replied warmly, 
though there was an unmistakable tinge of sadness in the 
tone in which he added, " I would give all I ever possess- 
ed, or may possess, of temporal goods and distinction to 
have the same said of me on my return to my native 
land." 

"Then you are going across the ocean too?" she asked. 
" Will it be for long, and are your father and cousin going 
likewise ?" 

" I am going alone " he answered, " and it may be for 
years and it may be for ever ; I cannot tell. Through a 
friend, who I know would never have broached the matter 
were there not a reasonable hope that good might accrue 
from it, the intelligence has come to me of a doctor living 
retired at a little watering-place in the north of France 
who, while never courting celebrity, has effected almost 
miraculous cures in cases of as long standing and as seem- 
ingly hopeless a character as mine. And as the drowning 
man clutches at a straw, I am about to face the perils of 
the deep and cross a continent only, in all probability, to 
find that I have grasi>ed at a succor as frail as his." 

" Oh no," she said quickly. " I will not say good-bye; it 
is a sorrowful word. I will, with Miss Nisbitt, give you 
the good old Saxon benediction, ^ Fare thee well ;' and that 
it may be so with you, even to your heart's desire, shall be 
the prayer of mine, not only now, but always." 

Arthur bent his head gravely, for no halo above the 
•unny brow could to him have made the benison more 
saintly. 

*^ You have given me courage for weal or for woe," he 
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said, " and I shall want it for one as much as for the other. 
If it be woe, none but myself and my God will ever know 
the struggle that I shall have to go through to regain that 
calm which I had only just attained when this news slipped 
the moorings and set me once more adrift to buffet with the 
billows of frenzied hope and unutterable despair. If it be 
weal, the rapture will be so overwhelming that I dare 
not contemplate it. I wish you could let me have some- 
thing belonging to you — something that will be a talisman 
to remind me when I am faint-hearted that there is one 
who has promised to pray for my welfare ^ both now and 
always.' " 

" I have nothing by me that would do for a keepsake," 
she said, laughing — " not even a glove, for when I carry 
my muff I leave my- gloves at home. The muff would be 
too bulky, I suppose; besides, if I gave it away, I don't 
know when I might be able to get another." 

His eyes had wandered while she was speaking to the 
hand that rested lightly on the top of the gate. " Would 
you be willing to part with that?" he asked, indicating a 
narrow circlet on the little finger. 

" Perry's ring ? I don't know," doubtfully. " It was a 
keepsake given to me, but it's so very small for me now, 
and ladies don't, as a general thing, wear rings on their 
little fingers, do they ? Ye-es, you may have it, but what 
will you do with it? You can't put it on." 

" I'll show you ;" and, taking it from her, he unfastened 
the end of his watch-chain, drew the ring over the links, 
and attached the chain again to his vest, not, however, 
before he had noticed the inscription. 

" ^ Fidelity ' I" he repeated. " Perry and you were great 
friends, I believe ?" looking at her closely. 

'^ Oh no. We were always disagreeing. He liked Fay 
a great doal better than he did me. He gave her a ring 
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exactly like that, only hers has ^Tiiist^ mscribed on it 
instead of ^Fidelity.'" 

"Well, he will have an opportunity of renewing his 
acquaintance with you both this summer. Mrs. McLaren 
and her son and daughter will come to Bellehurst some 
time early in June. But I mustn't keep you longer in this 
biting air. Give my respects to your aunt, and remember 
me kindly to your father when he conges. And now fare- 
well till we meet again;" and, taking her hand, he presse<l 
it between both of his for a moment ; then, releasing it, he 
nodded to Pierrot, raised his sealskin cap to her, and at a 
touch the iron hoofs of the spirited ponies were striking 
sparks of fire from the flinty ground as they bounded along 
the road. 

May turned back to the little brown house, wondering 
with a shiver when it was that the wind grew so piercingly 
cold, and why the twilight seemed falling so quickly when 
it must yet be far from sunset. 

" May," said Fay when she got home, " I have been so 
longing for you to come ! Here is a letter, postmarked 
Boston, for you, and I do trust it brings you good news, 
dearest." 

" Open it and see," she answered, going over to the fire 
and kneeling down in front of the ruddy blaze, ostensibly 
to warm her hands, but in reality because she could not 
stand from the trembling of her limbs. 

There was a tearing noise, a quick rattle of paper, and 
an instant's breathless silence as Fay rapidly scanned the 
few closely-written lines. Then a joyful cry broke fixun 
her : " May, it is yours ! You dear, patient, persevering 
darling, the day is won! Here is the checque, and hear 
what the publishers, Messrs. Graham & Richardson, say.'' 
And Fay read as follows : 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



WORKING AND WAITING. 309 

Miss May Giibert: 

We take much pleasure in informing you tliat y )ur story was the 
one selected by the judges as that most worthy the offered premium, 
a cheque for the full amount of which, on the National Bank of 
Bayford, payable to your order, we enclose. We also should be 
happy, if you have any shorter pieces which you would like in- 
Bcrted in the Boston periodicals, to interest our friends of the 
literati in their publication. 

Respectfully, 

Graham & Richardson. 

*'Why don't you speak, May?'' Fay asked, looking 
toward her in surprise that she uttered never a syllable of 
pleasure or of comment. " Only think ! You have made 
more money in two months than I — " 

The words died away upon her lips as she sprang for- 
ward, for the figure upon the hearth-rug swayed helplessly 
to and fro, then sank prone upon the floor. May had 
swooned away. 

"Poor child! she has worked and fretted herself to 
death, and now the sudden shock of hearing that her hopes 
are at last realized has been too much for her. Joy some- 
times kills, and I do believe, if the intelligence had been 
to the contrary, she could have borne it better." So said 
Aunt Mary as she chafed May's nerveless hands, while Fay 
sprinkled her face with cologne and water and held the 
vinaigrette of smelling-salts to her nostrils to bring her to. 

" Why, Fay ! Fay ! what are you doing to me ?" May 
asked as, under the fumes of the hartshorn, combined with 
the vigorous sousing and rubbing, she speedily rallied her 
dormant senses. " I am half drowned. Did I fall into 
the fire that time you were reading something to me, or 
was it that I fainted? Really? Well I have always 
wanted to know what it felt like since I was a little bit of 
a girl, and now my inquisitiveness has been satisfied. It 
feels like — like falling asleep, without the nodding and the 
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yawning part of it, or like the time I got at papa's etber 
and took that good long sniff — minus the ether and the 
sniff. There, Fay ! see how much more experienced I am 
than you. I have been under the influence of an anaesthetic, 
and I have fainted f and she laughed feebly. " But how 
stupid of me I It must have been the change — direct to 
the heated room from the cold outside. It was lucky I 
didn't descend upon the glowing embers, though, wasn't 
it ? My physiognomy would have been irretrievably ruined. 
Next time I receive an important communication I must 
compose myself in a reclining position upon the bed or sofa 
to hear it read, and then, if my faculties forsake me, casual- 
ties will be avoided. — Don't look at me that way, auntie," 
as she caught Miss Gilbert's eyes fixed upon her with 
apprehensive solicitude; "they are not taking leave of 
me now, neither am I in for a spell of delirium, as you 
seem to imagine; but oh, auntie! auntie dear!" jumping 
up, and, as if to show her there was no ground for disquiet- 
ude, seizing the old lady round the waist and waltzing with 
her up and down the room till she nearly shook the breath 
out of her body, " I'm so happy and thankful I don't know 
what to do ! That cheque will go a long way toward pay- 
ing off the last instalment of the mortgage, and I may yet 
be a unit in my day and generation, instead of a cipher, as 
I began to fear I was going to be, and, worse than that, a 
burden and an encumbrance where I should have been an 
assistance and a help." 

" The eighteenth anniversary of my settlement in Check- 
erville," said Dr. Gilbert, as, hale, brown, and bearded, he 
sat in his study a few evenings after his return, enjoying a 
chat and a fragrant Habana with his old friend. Dr. Grer- 
sham, who had come out from Bayford for the express pur- 
pose, — " eighteen years, and poorer to-day than when J set 
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foot in it ! But I must not repine, for my blessings have 
been so many that the few trials I have had sink into noth- 
ingness in comparison. If I were only certain now that I 
could hold on to this place I" 

" P'ease, sir/' said little Minnie Cody, whose tap at the 
door had been unheeded, " Miss May said to give you this, 
and tell you it was your valentine." 

"My valentine?" laughed the doctor; "it must have 
come before I did, then, for I had not yet sighted Sandy 
Hook on the fourteenth." 

He opened the folded paper, expecting to find a carica- 
tured Esculapius or a poetical effusion, but lo and behold ! 
a duly-executed deed, conveying to him, free and unencum- 
bered, the property known as Apple-blossom Cottage and 
the adjacent land, and on the reverse of the parchment was 
written, " From your loving daughters. May and Fay." 

" Read it," he said huskily, passing the paper over to 
his friend. 

And all the observation Dr. Grersham made when he 
handed it back to him was, "I told you sol" 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

ON THE BRIDGE. 

"XTES, the place has altereil very much for the better 
J- since I was here last," said Mr. Perry McLaren, 
standing on the piazza at Bellehurst, from which eminence 
he could note how thickly, beyond the limits of the 
gorgeous pleasure-grounds and verdant slopes of his 
guardian's estate, the mansions and villas had sprung up 
at the base of the hill, how gardens and parks had en- 
croached upon the ancient woods, and how macadamized 
drives had superseded the roads and lanes he remembered. 

The place had assuredly changed; and so had he — 
w^hether for the better or not those who ought to have 
known best were far from agreeing. His mother main- 
tained the affirmative, his guardian the negative. Certain 
it was that somewhere in the years that had passed over 
him the boy Perry had been lost, for this lithe, well-knit 
young fellow, in suit of gray summer tweed, with an 
incipient down on his upper lip, which he was very fond 
of stroking, and an easy self-assurance of manner that 
betokened an extensive knowledge of the world and all 
its ways, was a man as far as stature and appearance could 
make him one. Undeniably handsome he was too as he 
stood there idly smoking a cigarette and teasing the pea- 
cock by switching at it with his light cane ; yet there were 
lines on his countenance and a rakishness in his whole 
ens(imble that <letracted from his otherwise pleasing ex- 
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tenor, hinting, as they did, a lack of any fixed purpose in 
life and an over-indulgence in pleasure. In fact, Mr. Perry 
looked very much like a youth who waa sowing wild oats. 

" That church, now, is a pretty little affair," he went on. 
"Mediaeval Gothic would have suited my notions of 
architecture better, though. — By the way, Cousin Bethiah, 
(hat is a magnificent soprano you have in the choir. 
How under the sun did you get hold of such a voice in 
this little village ? Is she a summer resident ? and what 
is her name ? I tried to get a look at her several times 
during the service, but there was a pillar in the way." 

" Yes," said the general deliberately before Miss Nisbitt 
could reply, " I think we can boast of having as fine a 
soprano voice as there is in any of your great city churches 
— ^a voice that would fill a cathedral as well as it does that 
little edifice. The girl's father was mad to refuse Professor 
Tartarini's offer to take her with him to Italy and have 
her trained. Why, in place of wearing out her life teach- 
ing she would be a prima donna from the start, and his 
fortune and hers would be made. So I told him, and so 
I told her, but they were as immovable as adamant, and 
my advice was thrown to the winds." 

"The doctor left the decision entirely to Fay herself, 
cousin," said Miss Nisbitt, " and she declined from purely 
conscientious motives after a long conflict with her own 
wishes, which all sided with the professor and the brillian. ; 
future he held out to her." 

" Conscientious fiddlesticks !" said the irate general — 
'* puritanical nonsense!" 

(" I could not be a public singer, and be true to myself 
at the same time. May," Fay had said when her twin-sister 
pressed her for her reasons. " Some there are whom such 
a life might not injure, but I am too fond of admiration, 
too eager to have ego exalted above everybody else, to b« 
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one of them. I sliould soon come to look upon adulatioi} 
as a necessity, and strive for the plaudits of the crowd aa 
my highest good. And oh, May, ^ what shall it profit a 
man if he gain the whole world, and lose his own soul ?' '' 

And May could only regard her with loving admiration, 
wondering if it were possible for Fay to be any better than 
she was.) 

"Fay?" said Perry, catching at the name. "Can it be 
the little Fay Gilbert with whom I used to play?" 

"The same,'' said his guardian significantly. "You 
remember, doubtless, that last game of ball you had 
together?" 

Perry flushed hotly. The reminiscence was vivid and 
far from agreeable. How low he must figure in the recol- 
lection of this young girl, whom he had suddenly grown 
most anxious to meet again ! How thankful he would be 
were he' able to expunge that disgraceful episode from his 
past, or to feel certain that in the period that had elapsed 
other and more important events had altogether crowded 
it out of her memory ! 

He fairly began to hope this last might be true when, 
after he had resumed his old intimacy with the Misses Gil- 
bert, not the remotest reference was ever made by either to 
the circumstances which marked the close of their friendly 
companionship of five years before. 

General Chandler was of a very sociable disposition, and 
liked to see young and old enjoy themselves in a proper 
way ; and now that his son was not at home to be annoyed 
or rendered melancholy by having the house filled with 
gatherings from all participation in whose amusements he 
was debarred by reason of his infirmity, he was quite will- 
ing that Mrs. McLaren should invite as much company to 
Bellehurst and give as many entertainments as she saw fit. 
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She was a very clever woman, worldly -and designing, and 
the general was easily ruled by any one to whom he took 
a liking, and who understood how to humor him and to 
steer clear of his little foibles. This Mrs McLaren did 
to perfection, for she had from the beginning studied him 
carefully with a view to practising every art upon him 
that would lead him to look favorably upon herself and 
her children, and secure to his ward, should Arthur die — as 
she most certainly expected he would — the wealth of which 
he was possessed. 

She represented to him — not in so many words, but by 
hints which he could not fail to understand — that Nathalie 
needed society ; and soon the hitherto quiet shades of Belle- 
hurst were the resort of all the bon-ton of Chandlersville 
and the centre of life and gayety for the whole country- 
side. There were archery-meetings and riding-parties, balls, 
amateur theatricals, and masquerades. To all these May 
and Fay were invited, as they were great favorites with the 
general, and were an acquisition to any party of young 
people, for May was the best dancer, the best shot, the best 
hand at croquet, and the best rider (though old Jeannette 
had been her only steed) in all the vicinity, and in music, 
both vocal and instrumental, Fay took the palm, while 
either could carry through with spirit any part assigned 
them in a tableau or charade, and both were beautiful and 
well-informed. But May never went, and Fay only twice 
after persistent urging from her sister and Aunt Mary. 

" If I had a lovely dress like yours lying away, growing 
yellow with age before its exquisiteness (all rights to that 
word reserved, remember) had served the purpose for 
which it was created, I'd go if only to exhibit it,'' said 
May. 

" You may wear it and welcome," replied Fay. 

*^ Oh no. Separate the dress from its owner and its irr©- 
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sistibility la gone. Besides, from going so frequently to 
Chandlersville, you know a great many of the people whom 
you would meet, while I don't know one. You are more 
retiring and less aggressive than I am, and would therefore 
1)0 less likely to bring upon yourself one of those super- 
cilious stares from Mrs. McLaren which say as plainly as 
words could do, ' Who is this little nobody ? and what is 
she doing here amongst us blue-blooded mortals?' I de- 
test that woman ! Then you like Nathalie, while I con- 
sider her a nonentity, and as such can have no affinity with 
her. And, finally, as I have stated four good reasons why 
you should go and I shouldn't, I trust, my dear, you will 
not give Aunt Mary grounds for saying that you too have 
a taint of the traditional Gilbert obstinacy by still adhering 
to your determination to stay at home." 

So Fay went to an evening-party, and again to a " kettle- 
drum " followed by a soiree musicaley on both of which oc- 
casions — so Perry informed May — she was the belle of the 
assembly. Then the gossamer robe was put away once more 
with sprigs of dried lavender between the folds, and Fay 
was as ready to pare apples at Mrs. Foster's " bee," or to 
personate Aunt Polly Bassett at the " singin'-skewl " gotten 
up by her elder pupils at the mill, as though she had never 
consorted with the grandees on " the hill." 

And Mrs. McLaren was very glad when Fay stayed 
away, for she was a great stickler for caste, and was alto- 
gether above associating with those whose "family" was 
inferior to her own in genealogical length and distinction ; 
and even so had they the misfortune to be poor. As for 
the daughters of a country doctor, they were about as fit 
acquaintances for her children as the daughtei*s of her 
hutler or coachman; and she was much vexed when Na- 
thalie, witfi the warm impulsiveness of fifteen, formed 
a strong and abiding attachment for Fay, whose beauty, 
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natural gifts, sweetness of manner, and two years of se- 
niority were so many magnets to attract the romantic girl ; 
and when Perry singled her out from all others as the 
object of his attentions. 

Mrs. McLaren's satisfactioji at the sisters' absence ^vjs 
short-lived, however, for if Fay and May kept aloof from 
Bellehurst, Perry would not keep aloof from Apple-blos- 
som Cottage. He was there at all hours of the day, until 
May, when she wanted a quiet time by herself to do her 
writing, would have to hand him over to Aunt Mary, or 
saucily tell him, "Just at present I should very much 
prefer your room to your company;" when he would 
perforce retire to call in again later, when Fay would 
be at leisure. 

They were both women of business now, and had but 
little time for trifling. Fay had her school, her music- 
scholars, and her own practising to attend to, and May was 
a regularly-engaged contributor to two of the leading Bos- 
ton weeklies. Already " Queen Mab " was known by her 
writings throughout the length and breadth of the land, 
and some of her articles had even been copied into for- 
eign periodicals. Public curiosity was rife as to who the 
"unknown" might be whose sketches were so life-like, 
whose descriptions were so perfect, whose humor was so 
contagious, whose pathos was so affecting, and whose style 
withal was so simple and sympathetic as to delight and cap- 
tivate the children as much as their elders of every grade. 
But so well did Graham & Richardson keep their own coun- 
sel that no one ever dreamt that magic pen was guided by 
a girl yet in her teens, who as often as not thought out the 
pieces that pleased so highly as she was swinging upon one 
of the topmost boughs of an apple tree or paddling in a 
leaky old boat — "canoe," she called it — on the limpid 
waters of a shallow creek. 
27* 
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And May was perfectly happy. To write came almost 
as naturally and easily to her as to talk or to think, and 
now that Fay was away from her so much she didn't know 
what she should have done if it hadn't been for her blank- 
book and pencil. And then the struggle was over. All 
she had to do now was to work worthily with every power 
of her mind and soul, and welcome the honors and the 
spoils as they came to her. 

" Perry," she said one afternoon when, riding by with 
his party, he had espied her reading in the hammock, and, 
letting the others go on, had tied his horse to the hitching- 
post and come in to lounge away an hour or two as usual 
in her company, "aren't you fitted for college yet?" 

" Why, yes," said he ; "I entered college long ago." 

"And did you leave, or have you got through?" 

"Neither." 

"Why aren't you there, then? I'm sure the colleges 
reopened for the session weeks ago." 

" Yes, but tliere's a slight impediment in the way of my 
going back, which, if not removed, may result in a change 
of alma mater altogether. The general is negotiating 
matters now, and pending the ultimate decision I remain 
at Bellehurst and take it easy while I can." 

"You have been expelled, then?" she said at random. 

"No; only suspended conditionally." 

"Very creditable!" she remarked dryly. 

" Yes, I think it is very creditable," he said impetuously, 
" and my mother thinks so, and Nathalie ; and so does the 
general, only he's too mad about other things to own up. 
Suppose somebody were to call your father a rogue, don't 
you think it would be creditable for you to knock him 
down?" 

"That depended," coolly. 

"Up<m what?" 
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*^Upon whether the epithet were justly applied to him 
or Dot." 

" May/' he said, " would you acknowledge a parent to 
be a criminal, though all the world branded him as such ? 
If that your idea of keeping the fifth commandment?" 

** It would be very hard," she answered thoughtfully — 
" I would rather die first — but truth is truth, Perry, and I 
\>ould not knock a man down for telling it, even though 
it were about one dearer to me than myself." 

" Then by your inaction you would verify his testimony. 
May. Well, I did just the opposite. I struck a tutor in 
college for slandering my father, and I'd do it again, and 
to the President himself if he gave me the same provoca- 
tion. You see, May, as I believe I once told you, my 
father was a great banker and broker, and men in that 
calling have to be sharp and up to the tricks of the trade, 
or they'll very soon be swamped. It's only an alternative 
with them, half the time, to ruin or to be ruined. Father 
always did the fair thing if he could, but there came a 
time when there was a great panic, old-established houses, 
reliable business-firms, failing by the score daily; and to 
save himself from total beggary he did what hundreds of 
others did — closed, having first transferred all his property 
to his wife and his friend General Chandler. Of course 
there were many who last heavily by this step of his — 
mechanics and small tradesmen who had entrusted him 
with their savings, and moderately wealthy men who had 
given him their money to invest — but what could he do? 
If he paid one he must pay all, and that would leave him- 
self more impoverished than any of them. ^ Charity begins 
at home/ and, though very sorry for them, he could not 
help it. 

" The largest creditor of all was a man named Duncan, 
and he, it seems, took his losses so much to heart that he 
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died shortly afterward, leaving a widow and one son and 
daughter in destitute circumstances. Now, May, you will 
believe me when I tell you solemnly that not a word of 
this did I know until Cousin Bethiah told it me since I 
have returned to Bellehurst, otherwise I would never have 
spoken as I did, and the altercation between myself and 
the tutor would have been avoided. 

" Well, this young Duncan was a promising lad, and some 
friends of his father helped the family a good deal, and 
made it possible for him to go to college, where, through 
their influence and his own proficiency, he got one of the 
endowed scholarships. Out of hours he supported himself 
by doing any odd job he could get and teaching ; and, to 
be brief, so hard did he grind, and so high did he conse- 
quently rise in favor with the college authorities, that now 
he is tutor in Greek, with a chance of a professorship in the 
near future. 

" Though popular with the faculty, however, he is just 
the reverse with the fellows under him. He is a down- 
right ' drive,' stricter even than ' old Nol ' himself (that's 
the president), and so mean that he wears the one coat Sun- 
day and week-day, summer and winter, all the year round, 
and boards himself (so they say) on crackers and water, of 
which he partakes sparingly twice a day. How was I to 
guess that he denies himself everything but the barest 
necessities that his mother and sister may live in comfort 
and without slavish toil? 

"Anyhow, I was greatly prejudiced against him, and one 
night, when myself and a half dozen more were having a 
^racket' in my room, and he came and spoke pretty sharply 
about the noise and the disregard of the rules, I got angry 
(to be honest about it, I had taken a little too much wine), 
and told him that ^ gentlemen's sons were not going to be 
ordered by a woodchopper.' 
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^^ He smiled an irritating smile that barbed his words as 
he answered quietly, ^ Were you an honest man's son, as 
well as a gentleman's, that would-be term of opprobrium 
could never be applied to me.' 

" He had scarcely finished speaking when I struck him 
full in the face. He made not the slightest movement to 
retaliate, though his brow crimsoned and his hand clinched. 
It must have been by the greatest self-command he re- 
strained himself, for I know that he has a quick temper 
and is no coward. 

" Before I could strike again, as in my rage I certainly 
should have done, my arm was seized from behind, and 
when it was freed Duncan had left the room. There were 
too .many witnesses of the affray for it to be hushed up, 
though my chums were as silent as the grave about it, and 
Duncan was the same ; but by noon the next day it was the 
talk of the whole college, and had got to the ears of the 
^ dons,' the offence being aggravated by a challenge which 
I sent to the tutor the first thing in the morning. It was 
not exactly a challenge, but a communication stating that if 
he wanted redress he knew how he could get it. Well, the 
faculty sat upon the case ; and it was decided that I must 
make a public apology to Mr. Duncan ; which I respect- 
fully but firmly refused to do, and a sentence of suspension 
was passed upon me until such time as I should be willing 
to comply with their decree ; which will be nevet' ! 

" Well, why don't you speak out ?" he said impatiently 
when she remained silent ; yet he saw by her face that she 
thought. " I know, of old, you are pretty plain-spoken, 
but I will suryive it. You would have me make the 
amende dishonorable by putting on sackcloth and ashes 
to Duncan, wouldn't you now? Confess!" 

" No," she said ; " I would have you make the amende 
honorable to yourself by putting it off and arising from 
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• 

your grovelling to stand erect in conscious integrity in the 
sight of all men." 

" What do you mean V he said, with a mixture of curious 
interest and resentment in his voice. 

"By your own account you were in the wrong all 
through/' she said. " Passing over the blow given by 
yoj to one set in lawful authority over you, admitting 
even that the provocation justified the deed, was it not 
your riotous defiance of the college regulations and out- 
rageous insult to your superior that led to it? Even if 
you didnH know it was through the fault of you and 
yours he became a ^woodchopper,' was there any disgrace 
accruing to him from the employment if he wielded his 
axe faithfully and earned his hire honestly? Haven't 
some of the greatest and best men that ever lived — men who 
have done the most for their race, and who were shining 
lights in their own age, and will be for all the ages to come 
— been those who at some time of their lives toiled with 
the sweat of their brows and the sinews of their arms ? Is 
it an aspersion on Cincinnatus that he followed the plough, 
or on Peter the Great that he labored in the shipyards of 
England ? And isn't the name of carpenter hallowed for 
all time by One who thought it no degradation to bear it? 

Perry, 

* When Adam delved and Eve span, 
Who was then the gentleman ?' " 

Perry laughed, though with evident constraint: "Yo'i 
are like the rest of the feminines. May — always able by 
specious argument to make your own side of the case 
appear the better. Well, I allow I had no right to twit 
the fellow with his humble calling, and I am willing to 
tell him that much; but, you see, that won't satisfy the 
dons." 

" And would it satisfy you f she asked, " and ought it to 
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satisfy him f Perry, I am the daughter of a man whose 
savings of a lifetime were wrested from him by just such 
a breach of trust as you have said your father committed — 
who was left almost homeless and penniless that the rich 
defaulters might revel in luxury and still hold their OTvn 
as millionaire princes. Had my father died when a year 
ago he lay so ill with brain fever brought on by his finan- 
cial troubles, my experience and Mr. Duncan's would be 
precisely similar; only his was far worse, for he had a 
mother whose affliction at the time he was unable to alle- 
viate, while I had none, and Fay and I were both grown up 
and able to care for ourselves. Do you, suppose. Perry, if 
in years to come I met those men or their children, and to 
the. injury they had already inflicted they added insult, a 
mere ^Excuse me' would atone?" 

"What would, then?" he asked. 

"Nothing, really, for full restitution they could never 
make ; but if they did all that lay in their power toward 
that end, no more could be asked. Perry, didn't you tell 
me once you would come into possession of your inherit- 
ance when you were twenty-one?" 

"Yes." 

"And would it equal the sum for which your father waa 
a debtor, do you suppose ?" 

" Much more than equal it, I guess, owing to the gen- 
eral's good investments and management. My mother has 
her own fortune, and Nathalie will be her heiress, so all 
father's property comes to me." 

"And then you will remove the reproach from your 
father's memory, and make your name lustrous with an 
honor far beyond what the wealth of a Rothschild could 
give to it, by immediately restoring to these people — Mr. 
Dunran among them — that which has so long been wrong- 
fully withheld from them?" 
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" Oh, come now, May ; you are going a little too fast,'* 
be said, getting up as though to put an end to a topic that 
he was not at all anxious to further pursue. " What do 
you take me for? A lunatic? That is like what you 
advised me to do the very first day I made your acquaint- 
ance — ^give all my money to found an orphan asylum or 
a hospital, and go to work and make a fortune for my- 
self." 

"Yes, and you would enjoy the making alone, to say 
nothing of anything else, more than ever you will the 
spending of that which is already made." 

"You say that as positively as though you speak from 
experience." 

"So I do." 

"Are you making your fortune, then?" 

"lam." 

"How, may I ask?" 

" You may ask, but I sha'n't tell you — not yet." 

"And when?" 

" When it is made." 

" Then you'll make a present of it and begin over again, 
I presume, or perhaps you are an exception to the rules you 
lay down for others ?" 

" No," she said. " If ever I am rich I'll do as Mr. Ar- 
thur does — not put my money in the hands of others to 
dispense, but go round among the poor and the sick and 
the needy in person and relieve their wants. I am wiper 
now than I was when I gave you the gratuitous advice lo 
which you refer. It is time enough to endow one single 
charity with it when one can no longer go through thvi 
highways and byways and distribute it where it will do 
the most widespread and greatest good." 

"Well," said Perry, "my lady mother will be highly 
incensed, as it is, at my leaving Grace Willoughby to ride 
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home alone with Nathalie and Phil Bostwick, but she will 
be more highly incensed if I am late for tea, as I certainly 
shall be if I don't at once tear myself away from this too- 
alluring spot. Good-bye, May/' holding out his hand ; 
" and if Arthur Chandler will only obligingly shuffle c ff 
this mortal coil and leave me his tin, I promise you FU 
seriously consider your proposition to set Duncan & Co. 
up as independent country 'squires with my own." 

She brushed past his outstretched hand without so much 
as a look at it, but when she had crossed the doorsill she 
turned back, as if on second thought, and addreased him, 
still standing on the steps. "Mr. McLaren," she said— 
and there was an icy incision in each word that sent it 
home with infinitely greater effect than if she had spoken 
in the heat of anger — " I always knew you were a moral 
coward and devoid of proper principle, but I never had 
the faintest idea until this moment that you were so basely 
despicable as you are. When Arthur Chandler goes he 
will be more loss to the world than were you and every 
duplicate of you annihilated at one sweep. If you are in 
a hurry to wear his shoes, however, I am sorry for you, 
for to all human appearances you'll go a long time barefoot. 
He never was better or stronger in his life than before he 
went away, and Miss Nisbitt says he writes that he is still ; 
and who can tell but that he may wear those coveted pedal 
auxiliaries out literally before he is ready to bequeath them 
to his impecunious yet truly affectionate and disinterested 
young friend? Good-bye, Mr. McLaren. After wliat 
has passed this evening on both sides, you will be as little 
likely as I to wish our friendship to continue." And with 
a distant bow she walked into the house, and the green- 
slatted door swung to behind her. 

" Whew !" ejaculated Perry, as, dumfounded at the un- 
looked-for rating he had received, he remained glued to 
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the spot where she had left him for fully a minute after 
she had disappeared. Then vaulting on his horse, ho dug 
his rowels into its sides, and Nero's record that evening in 
the run from Apple-blossom Cottage to Bellehurst would 
h&ve compared favorably with that of John Gilpin's famous 
Bag in his memorable gallop through London town. 

Hard as he rode, however, the tea-bell sounded as he 
reached the portico and flung the reins of the panting 
animal to the groom. A quarter of an hour more had to 
be spent in his room, changing his horseman's attire and 
making himself presentable ; and when at last he appeared 
at the table his mother's face was dark as a thunder-cloud, 
though she tried to hide it behind her customary gracious 
smile and manner^ 

" It was very ungallant of you to desert Grace the way 
you did. Perry," she said. "Suppose her horse had 
stumbled or her saddle-girths loosened, what would she 
have done with no one to assist her?" 

" She had Phil," said Perry carelessly, " and I knew she 
was too good an equestrienne for any mishap to befall her 
in the short distance she had to go. I stopped, intending 
only to pass the compliments of the weather, etc. with Miss 
Gilbert, and inquire after her health, and then overtake 
Grace and the others ; but quite unpremeditatedly we got 
into a conversation so engrossing that time slipped by un- 
perceived ; and though I covered the ground at a two-forty 
pace, I am late, as you see." 

" 0-h !" said Mrs. McLaren in a tone that spoke volumes, 
" Was it Miss Gilbert the latter-day Jenny Lind, or Miss 
Gilbert the hoyden ? I beg her pardon for calling her so, 
but when a young woman of her age climbs a high rail- 
fence and leaps from the top, fully four feet, as I saw her 
do the other day, instead of going round by the stile, 1 
think she merits the title." 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



ON THE BRIDGE. 327 

^'Leap a rail-fence?" cried Miss Willoughby ; "shock- 
ing r 

" It was Miss Gilbert the hoyden/^ said Perry, perfectly 
undisturbed. 

" Well, Perry, I don't bear the least malice,*' said Grace, 
" but I hope you won't run away to-morrow, when we have 
arranged to drive — Mrs. McLaren and the general included 
— to Prospect Hill to see the remains of the Indian encamp- 
ment, and picnic afterward in the grove ?" 

"To-morrow?" said Perry; and then, some imp of per- 
versity moving him, " I'm really afraid I'll have to be 
counted out. I'm promised for a rag-carpet party in the 
afternoon and a husking-party in the evening." 

Exasperated beyond endurance, Mrs. McLaren, without 
waiting for Miss Nisbitt as lady of the house to give the 
signal, rose from the table, and the other ladies followed 
her example. No sooner had she seen them within the 
drawing-room than she sought the library, where she 
waited till the general came, as he always did, to spend 
an hour after tea in looking over and answering letters. 

"General," she said, "have you had any intelligence 
from the college authorities yet?" 

"Yes," he answered, "and it is as I expected. They 
refuse to modify the conditions upon which Perry may 
re-enter the university." 

" Very well," she said, haughtily ; " nobody wants them 
to. But, general, how long do you suppose it will be 
before he can be admitted elsewhere?" 

" There are several preliminaries to be attended to first," 
he answered. "Why? Are you anxious to have him 
lejive you?" 

" No," she said, " but I must frankly own I am anxious 
to have him leave Chandlersville. Young men are subject 
to infatuations, general, and we cannot expect Perry to be 
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altogethei' exempt from the frailties of his sex and age. 
But in this instance the object of his fancy is so far beneath 
him, and his peculiar position making it doubly our duty 
to carefully watch and guard him while we can, on the 
theory that ^out of sight is out of mind' I think the sooner 
hz quits the neighborhood of those Gilbert girls the better/ 

'* ^ His peculiar position ' !" repeated the general with em- 
phasis ; " that's what has been his bane from first to last. 
Whatever but the height of madness induced his father to 
make that boy independent of all control at twenty-one, or 
his mother to apprise him of the fact before he was ten, I 
can't tell. It is that which has tied my hands through all 
my connection with him, and it is that which has left him 
to-day, before ever he has attaiined his majority, a gambler, 
a spendthrift, and a drunkard. You think I am raving, 
madam, but look there!" exhibiting a handful of bills. 
" These are accounts for champagne, cognac, old port, bran- 
dy, cigars, etc., ordered by your son for his dinners and 
suppers at Belmont's restaurant ; and these are his ^ debts 
of honor ' contracted at billiards and cards ; and these are 
bills from his tailor and shoemaker, his hatter and livery- 
stable-keeper, his jeweller and confectioner — all sent to 
me, and all to be paid when he comes of age. Why, mad- 
am, there is more money represented here for a twelve- 
month's expenses than it takes to run my whole establish- 
ment ; and how long the most colossal estate could stand 
such a drainage might easily be reckoned. If May Gilbert, 
or Fay either, ever loses her heart to such a scamp, I should 
most deeply regret it, for they are both fine girls ; and it is 
to prevent such a calamity happening to them, since you 
have kindly called my attention to the possibility of it, that 
I will hasten his departure to the utmost." 

Mrs. McLaren was very angry. Dismay was quite swal- 
lowed up in the stronger feeling. She was angry at her 
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son for his folly^ and angry at those who had exposed it 
to his guardian ; she was angry at that guardian for his con- 
demnation of her boy's waywardness, and angry at herself 
that she had not even a nominal influence over him. And 
most angry of all was she at unconscious May and Fay, who 
n< t only were thwarting her in one of her cherished schemes 
by drawing Perry away from the side of Grace Willoughby, 
but who had also so bewitched the crusty old general as to 
make themselves preferred before her son, who, whatever 
might be his faults, was yet of immeasurably greater conse- 
quence than these " rustic daughters of an illiterate quack,'' 
as she branded the doctor. 

She sedulously concealed her spleen from the general, but 
determined by a coup-d^Stat to get the upper hand of Perry, 
and if she could not prevail upon him to make one of the 
party to Prospect Hill on the morrow, at least she would 
prevent his mixing in social equality with dairymaids and 
clodhoppers at a husking-frolic. So, early the ensuing 
morning, a servant was sent with a note to the " Misses 
Gilbert," politely requesting them to release Mr. McLaren 
from his promise to attend some "rag-picking society or 
other " in their company, as it was incumbent on him to 
escort the young lady to whom both General Chandler and 
herself hoped shortly to see him wedded, on an excursion 
planned to take place that same day, and which, unfortu- 
nately, could not be postponed. 

It was May who received this curt epistle, and it was 
May who returned by the bearer the equally curt reply. 
She presented her compliments to Mrs. McLaren, and 
l)egged leave to inform her that she was laboring under 
some grave misapprehension, and that her note was a per- 
fect enigma to those to whom it was addressed. A " rag- 
picking society " was something unknown in the annals of 
Checkerville. Perhaps she had reference to the sorting of 
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the woollen remnants at the mill ? If so, she was happy to 
hear that Mr. Perry McLaren had at last found something 
which would afford him useful occupation, though she 
rather thought those who were making their living by per- 
forming that part of the factory economy would not 
relish the introduction of a volunteer hand. As for her- 
self and her sister, they had already as many demands ou 
their time and ability as they could well attend to; and, so 
far from having any engagement with her son, the writer 
had on the day previous ceased to be on even speaking 
terms with him, and Fay having no friends but those who 
were hers also, Mr. McLaren and themselves were now, and 
henceforth would be, strangers to each other. 

Though Mrs. McLaren felt that May had the best of her, 
she was too well satisfied that the connection between Perry 
and su2h dangerously fascinating young ladies was broken 
off to care a snaj) for that. She threw the open note care- 
lessly on the buffet, intending he should see it ; and here in 
the course of the morning he picked it up and read it. 

" You may tell anybody who inquires for me that I have 
gone to the ^ rag-picking society,' " he said to the man-ser- 
vant as he left the house soon afterward. 

That afternoon Fay went to Chandlersville to rehearse 
the music for the " harvest-home,^' a pretty festival and 
service of praise which it was proposed to hold in the new 
church to celebrate the gathering in of the fruits of the 
field antedating the national Thanksgiving, which would 
not take place until many of the members had separated 
for their city homes. 

The opening anthem had to be repeated several times be- 
fore all the voices blended in complete unison; then Fay's 
solo, " Give thanks, all ye people," was a lengthy one ; and 
there were a few little points in that — diflScult trills, sus- 
tiiined notes, etc. — ^to be gone over once or twice to ensure 
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a perfect rendering of it \Vhen it should be sung on tlie mor- 
row before the crowded congregation. Afterward she waited 
to admire the decorations with which many willing workers 
were making beautiful the chancel and the aisles — the great 
bunches of waving palms and ferns, the sheaves of golden 
grain, the immense "horns of plenty" from whose open 
mouths poured forth apples, quinces, pumpkins, squashes, 
almost every product yielded by the fertile earth, and which 
had been brought and sent by rich and poor according as 
the Lord had blessed them, to be given as a winter's store 
to those who needed them. And finally she helped to tie the 
clusters of purple grapes, interspersed with brilliant autumn 
leaves and trailing smilax, with which the arches and pil- 
lars were to be ornamented. 

It was getting on toward dusk when at last she left the 
church, and, setting off at a rapid pace, she had almost 
reached the fork in the road where it branched off toward 
the railroad bridge, when she met Perry. A rather pecu- 
liar costume of light corduroy, the effect heightened by a 
very fancy pair of doeskin driving-gloves, made him a strik- 
ing figure in that lonely place, looking rather as if he were 
tricked out for a day at the races than attired for an evening 
stroll in the country. 

" How late you are !" he growled, possessing himself of 
her music-roll and sun-shade and walking along by her 
Bide. "I thought you would never come. I have been 
waiting here over an hour." 

''Why didn't you come on to the church and lelp?'' 
she asked. 

"Me? In this rig? They'd mob me," he answered 
with a short laugh; and something in his voice struck 
Fay oddly. 

" You got back early from your excursion," she remarked 
after a pause. 
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"Excursion? To Prospect Hill, do you mean? Did 
you think I went? Not I! So you haven't sent me to 
Coventry because May has?" 

" Why should I ?" she asked. 

" Why, indeed ? If I am a black sheep, I couldn't contam- 
inate the whitest, loveliest, purest kmb in all the flock." 

Fay was strangely troubled. There was a thickness in 
his speech and an unsteadiness in his gait for which she 
could not account, and which yet excited in her a vague 
uneasiness and a dread for him she could neither banish 
nor explain away. 

" I have a team on the other side of the bridge, and I'm 
going to drive you home," he said — "a dog-cart and 
tandem. Won't we cut a dash driving up in front of the 
cottage, eh?" 

"Oh no, thank you. Perry," she said. "I prefer to 
walk, and I wouldn't cross the bridge for anything." 

"What! Haven't you got over that timidity yet? 
Come on ; I'll take care of you. Won't you trust yourself 
to me?" 

"I had rather not," she said. 

"Very well," he said stiffly, striding on toward the 
open trestlework, and leaving her standing at the turn in 
the road. She noticed how he swayed from side to side 
as he went, and what had been but the shadow of a misgiv- 
ing could no longer be aught but the most painful of cer- 
tainties. Perry was intoxicated, and in that condition was 
about to make the perilous passage of the bridge. She 
looked at the yawning gaps between the ties, then at the 
rushing water beneath, and thought of the bed of treacher- 
ous rocks, with its myriad spear-head pinnacles, that lay 
a merciless death-trap under its restless flow. If Perry 
were her brother she could not have liked him better. If 
he really were her brother would she stand back when her 
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hand might hold him steady, her strength, puny tliough it 
be, keep him from falling if he made a misstep? 

" PeiTy,^^ she called out, " wait ! I will go with you." 

^' Now, that's sensible," he said when she caught up to 
him. He held out his arm, but she did not put her hand 
within it. She gra^sped his coat-sleeve tightly, but it was 
yith the hold of one who gave protection, not of one who 
sought support. 

They trod the heavy beams with even, measured steps, 
and the longest distance lay now behind them. Fay was 
beginning to draw her breath more freely, when a sound in 
front made her lift her eyes, which she had kept closely 
fastened on the insecure path she was treading. One look 
was enough to blanch cheek and lips to an ashen whiteness 
and send the blood in a flood-tide back to her heart ; for 
there, bearing down full upon them with a relentless speed 
that nothing could check, came the evening express. Perry 
saw it too, and the sight and the knowledge of their terrible 
position sobered him on the instant. 

•' The other track !" he cried ; but before he could move, 
pulling her with him, there was a rumble and a clangor in 
the rear, above which rose a man's loud warning shout. A 
special freight-train was already entering upon the farther 
extremity of the bridge, and though the engineer, seeing 
two persons standing motionless midway its length, furi- 
ously whistled " Down breaks !" and tried with all his skill 
to stop the iron monster in its headlong course, he was 
powerless to avert the threatened danger. 

In that supreme moment Perry redeemed the faults of a 
lifetime. 

* "Courage, Fay!" he whispered; and, clasping his al- 
most paralyzed companion firmly round the waist, he drop- 
ped with her through an opening between the ties. Then 
the bridge vibrated with the concussion of the passing trains, 
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wliile beneath it two figures bung^ unharmed^ but suspended 
by the precarious strength of a single arm over the deep 
abyss below. 

It was scarcely a minute before a score of eager hands 
were stretched down to draw them up from their jeojuird- 
0U3 situation to the solid ground and safely; but already, 
from the strain on his muscles, the veins on Perry^s fore- 
head stood out like whipcord, and had not help been so 
ready and so nigh he must have let go his hold and gone 
down with his burden, before ever he could raise a cry for 
assistance. 

It was not until long, long after — when Perry was hon- 
orably retrieving past errors by indefatigable attention to 
his college duties, earning for himself meanwhile a reputa- 
tion second to none with both professors and students for 
moral excellence and manly virtue, and when Fay could 
command herself to speak without shuddering and deathly 
faintness of those few minutes into which were compressed 
the agony of a lifetime — that May and the doctor learned 
bow nearly Checkerville bridge had come to being the scene 
of a tragedy that beautiful October day. 

Perry walked home with Fay — ^there was no longer any 
wish to gall his mother by passing the Bellehurst carriage 
in the stylish dog-cart with one of the girls whom she 
thought her note had " settled ^^ sitting by his side — and 
submitted his arm, which was badly swollen and very {)ain- 
ful, to the doctor to be bathed with a soothing lotion and 
bandaged. When asked how it had been hurt he merely 
replied, " A wrench.'^ 

' May^ shake hands," he said, offering his left member 
when he was going away. She had not spoken to him, nor 
even appeared to notice his presence, unless it was by treat- 
ing Fay — with whom she felt greatly vexed for keeping on 
tlie old terms of familiarity with him, when she (May) hatl 
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ceased to be so — to an almost equal silence, — " Shake hands, 
and let us be friends. You were the truest one I ever had, 
for you showed me myself as I was. I retract all that I 
said about Arthur ; I didn't mean it then. The words just 
came to me, and I said them. I am going back to college 
to-morrow — ^not a day later-^if I am spared, to apologize 
to Mr. Duncan and make to the faculty the necessary pro- 
fessions of an intention to reform. And, May, you and 
Fay and the doctor are my witnesses that, as soon as ever it 
comes into my possession, I will restore to those who have 
been illegally deprived of it that which is their own, even 
though it leave me poorer than the tramp who cannot tell 
where he may get his next food or shelter. And this un- 
alterable resolve I shall make known to General Chandler 
and my mother before I sleep.'' 

''And your promise to me, Perry?" said Fay timidly, as 
May, regardless of proprieties, rejected his proffered hand 
to throw her arms about his neck and give him a gigantic 
hug and a resounding kiss. 

"My promise to you. Fay, I repeat — ^never again, so 
help me God ! to touch, taste, or handle that which has 
wellnigh been my destruction. — ^And the destruction of 
one who risked her life for mine," he added in a lower 
tone, that none caught save she for whom it was intended. 

"It must be a miracle," said May, thinking over his 
words when he had gone, and yet only half believing that 
she had heard them aright. 

Yes, it was a miracle. No wondrous light like that 
which prostrated Saul on his way to Damascus burst upon 
him from the sky ; no angel, as he who stayed the progress 
of Balaam, stood visibly in his path on the trestle- bridge; 
but the " still small voice " became the clarion note of a 
trumpet in that brief interval when, face to face with eter- 
nity, he realized the true meaning and the value of time ; 
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and henceforth, on every link of the prolonged span, on 
every attribute of body, mind, and spirit, on every calling 
in which he might engage, on all that he had, or was, or 
might be, should be written (so in all humility he prom- 
ised), " Holiness to the Lord I'^ 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

UNDER THE APPLE-BLOOMS, 

THE leaves in the orchard grew brown, withered, and 
fell; winter draped the gaunt, naked branches and 
rugged old trunks in ermine and wreathed them with glit- 
tering pendants; then spring came with its "mantle of 
green," and again the apple trees put forth their tender 
shoots and bent beneath their weight of ivory and coral. 
In the cottage, almost hidden by the swaying blossoms, 
few changes had marked the lapse of the seasons, but those 
few were important ones, and all for the better. An ad- 
dition had been made at the side of the house, and a tiny 
greenhouse at the back. There was a new carpet on the 
dining-room, and the black haircloth furniture in the liv- 
ing-room had been re-upholstered in Persian damass^. The 
" Queen Mab ^^ papers had been collected and published by 
Messrs. Graham & Richardson in book-form, and May was 
the proud and happy owner of a copyright for which she 
had refused eight hundred dollars, and which had already 
n^^tted her nearly as many thousands. Aunt Maiy had 
become a fixture in " brother Harry's" home, and " brother 
liconard " had a housekeeper for his wife, who still con- 
tinued to bemoan the ingratitude of those for whom one 
docs the most and the impertinence of poor relations. Fay 
yet taught at the mill, but would only do so until Mr. Ar- 
thur's return, which was expected very shortly now. 
29 w 337 
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^' I shall be with you when the apple-blossoms cover the 
trees," he wrote to Cousin Bethiah, " but I cannot give day 
or date. Science and the waters of Berck-sur-Mer have done 
their best for me, but you must not expect too much. I am 
coming home to settle down among my people at dear old 
Bcllehurst, to roam no more, unless it be on a different 
errand than that which sent me over the seas." 

" Poor fellow !" said Cousin Bethiah sadly, " it is then 
as I thought. His letters all along have been too indefi- 
nite and evasive in speaking of himself to augur much of 
joy or hope fulfilled. Well, we must only have everything 
the more bright and smiling to greet him, that this cruel 
disappointment may not be deepened by meeting a reflected 
gloom on the faces to which he will look for comfort, and 
on the one spot to which he will turn for cheer." 

So Bellehurst was put into holiday trim, and Chloe wore 
her most brilliant bandanna and largest figured calico wra])- 
per everyday to do honor to his arrival, and had the spit 
and gridiron ready at hand for the "fatted calf" of rejoicing 
when she should again " clap her eyes on dat bressed boy ;" 
and the general conned the " Shipping Intelligence " and 
the list of passengers on the in-coming steamers before ever 
he glanced at the editorial columns or the Congressional re- 
ports ; and the people of Checkerville kept a close surveil- 
lance on every carriage that passed by from the station ; 
and the apple-blossoms whitened all the country-side ; and 
still he had not come. 

On the front stoop at the doctor's a group of light-hcartoil 
young people were sitting laughing and chatting in the 
gloaming. There were May and Fay, Daisy Foster, Dom 
Caxton, Laura Lindsay — ^who had come out from Bayford 
to spend a couple of days with her former schoolmates — 
Charley Cook, and Steve Granger. The talk was com- 
menced by Charley describing the wonderful feats of a 
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ventriloquist to whom he had listened some time before, 
and from that it turned on spirit-rapping, popular super- 
stitions, and finally on the tricks played on All-Hallow 
Fen. 

"Girls," cried Laura with sudden animation, "of all 
the propitious times to learn your fate, this is the luckiest, 
!May^s story of the stream in which, if you peeped at a 
certain hour on Hallow Eve, you could see the reflection 
of your future husband or wife, has reminded me of a 
firm belief entertained by a great-aunt of mine, in common 
with the people of that part of New Hampshire where she 
was born and raised, that if on a night when the/itW moon 
shines on the apple trees all in blossom you take a piece 
of looking-glass in your hand, and, standing under the 
branches, holding it so that the rays fall upon it over your 
right shoulder, repeat a given rhyme three times, the 
image of the one to whom you are going to be married 
will look out at you from its surface. To-night the moon 
is at its full ; to-morrow it will begin to be gibbous again. 
Now, who will take the initiative in making the acquaint- 
ance of their predestined life-partner?" 

" Why, you should," said Daisy, " since it was you who 
' made up the game,^ as the children say." 

" I would willingly," answered Laura, laughing, " only 
that I know him very well already ; so it isn't necessary. — 
Come, Mr, Granger, what do you say to being foremost 
in courting the good offices of fair Luna?" 

" OL; no," said Steve ; " ladies first, always," secretly 
wishing that Fay would go, when he might slip away and 
steal up behind her. 

But the ladies were as dilatory in coming forward as the 
gentlemen. May ' had not the slightest desire to anticipate 
the future,' Fay was a declared ^ old maid,' and Daisy and 
Dora ^ would do it if somebody else did it first.' 
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" We'll have to draw lots, then," said Laura ; and, taking 
a card from her pocket, she tore it into six strips, five short 
and one long, and doubling them up passed them around 
to the reat for each to take one. To May's lot fell the 
longest. 

A hand-glass was brought from one of the bedrooms, 
and Laura instructed her in the rhyme she was to repeat. 
**Go down to the large tree nearest the road," she said, 
** and keep your eyes covered until after you have said the 
last word the third time; then look." 

" Very well," said May, " but if it is either Charley or 
Steve I see, I shall not accept my fate, for he has played 
me false; and if old Jeannette, who is grazing down in 
that direction, obtrudes her visage over my shoulder, I 
will be pardoned if I give her the mitten then and 
there." 

With a saucy au revoir she tripped away, and the group 
on the stoop, at Laura's instigation, struck up " Meet me 
by Moonlight alone " to pass the time until May should 
come back. 

May stationed herself as she had been bidden, covered 
her eyes with one hand, and held the mirror in the other 
in such a way that the moonlight fell upon it over her 
right shoulder. Then she repeated aloud — 

" Under the apple-blooms, lo, I stand, 
Tl»e magic mirror in my hand. 
Moon, shining full in the sky so clear, 
On its polished surface pray make appear 
The image of him who will one day be 
The dearest in all the world to me." 

As rapidly as she could speak them she ran over the 
lines ; and so intent was she in getting through this Peter- 
Piper performance that she did not hear the click of the 
gate as it turned on its hinges, nor the fall of a footstep 
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sounding nearer and nearer over the grass ; but even if 
she had, she would have been scarcely less startled when, 
taking away her hand, a face whose every lineament was 
as unfaded in her memory as though she had gazed upon 
it but yesterday, though, in fact, it was months of yester- 
days since she had seen it last, looked laughingly out at 
her from the walnut frame, and a voice whose lightest tone 
was music took up the strain with scarcely a break, ari 
answered softly close to her ear: 

" Under the apple-blooms, lo, I stand, 
Brought hither, fair lady, at thy command ; 
And the moon, shining full in the sky so clear, 
Never shone on a vision to me more dear, 
While my bliss perfected will never be 
Till I'm dearest in all the world to thee." 

And, as if in demonstration that he was something more 
tangible than "moonshine," two hands were laid on her 
shoulders and she was turned round to confront the im- 
promptu poet : 

" Have you no welcome for me. Psyche ?" 

Struggling between an hysterical inclination to laugh and 
an hysterical inclination to cry — and to speak would have 
been to give way to one or the other — she was mute for the 
moment. But his question might not go unanswered. 

" Oh, Mr. Arthur !" she stammered. " It is weal ! I am 
very glad ;" and then, despite her every effort, the tendency 
lo cry got the better of the tendency to laugh, and, to her 
mortification and his consternation, she burst into tears. 

" It has come upon her too abruptly," he said to himself 
reproachfully. " I had no right to take her by surprise in 
the way I did." Then, i:i order to give her time to recover 
herself, he talked right ahead, feeling she would rather he 
took no notice of her momentary weakness: "Yes, il is 
weal — weal beyond all that I ever dared to hope ; and how 
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much of it may be due to that * prayer of faith ' that went 
up for me daily I may never know. From the very first I 
improved rapidly and steadily, but I refrained from sending 
the glad tidings to those at home, partly because, though I 
grasped my happiness, I had grown too sceptical in those 
many years of darkness to have any great confidence in its 
continuance, and chiefly because, if it was something more 
than a mocking phantasm, I wanted to keep the knowledge 
of it a secret until I could carry it to them in person. This 
was why I would not tell them the exact day on which to 
expect me, and why I went a long way round to avoid 
passing through Checkerville, from which I felt sure, if I 
were once recognized, I could not get away until the news 
had travelled to Bellehurst before me. There I arrived a 
few hours ago, and I need not dwell upon the scene that 
ensued; you can imagine what it was.^^ 

Arthur paused, apparently overcome with powerful emo- 
tions. Then, passing his hand hurriedly over his eyes and 
clearing his throat, suspiciously as though he were tempted 
to emulate May's example, he continued: "I am going 
down to the village now to say ' How-d'ye-do ?' to all my 
friends. I know they'll be as unfeignedly glad to see me 
as I shall be to see them ; and none the less so that I come 
to them treading the firm earth once more, instead of a 
helpless cripple chained to a phaeton and a sedan chair, as 
I left them. But, second only to my home, I must needs 
etop at Apple-blossom Cottage, for there dwells one who ia 
not second to those at Bellehurst, even to my dearly-beloved 
father, but first ^ in all the world to me ;' and, as Provi- 
dence would have it, I find her out under the flowerets that 
give to this pretty nest its name, invoking ^ the silver orb 
that rules the night ' to portray for her a semblance of the 
happy mortal to whom she will one day yield her heart 
and hand. Nay^ nay, you need not disclaim or explain," 
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as she was about to speak. " I understand qmte well that 
you were only redeeming a forfeit or engaged in some other 
such nonsensical proceeding, and I richly deserve the pen- 
alty attached to eavesdropping; but the opportunity was 
too good not be improved. I had intended to wait — to 
win your love by every art of devotion, and not to break 
fiilence until I felt sure that you were mine. But the die 
is cast, and I will put my fate ^ to the touch ' here and now. 
— May, I love you ; I have loved you ever since the day 
when, a little sun-browned, curly-haired maiden, you saved 
the life of the wounded sparrow from extinction at Perry's 
ruthless hands. That sparrow, stuffed, blinks at me to-day, 
like Poe's raven, from above my chamber-door, a voiceless 
little monitor — for he did not chirp long, poor fellow ! — to 
remind me that while a spark of life remains in any of 
God's creatures, be it man, the lord of all, or the meanest 
worm that crawls, there is still some mission for it to per- 
form. Darling, I loved you when, a frolicsome child, you 
willingly gave up your out-of-doors enjoyments and Perry's 
lively society to afford pleasure to a selfish, morose hypo- 
chondriac ; I loved you when the golden ringlets on that 
sunny head were sacrificed to bring contentment to a dying 
mother; I loved you when you braved the lonely forest 
and the darkness of the night to save the life of my aged 
father ; I loved you for the courage and candor that fear- 
lessly proclaimed to me not alone my responsibility, I : t 
my accountability as well ; I loved you when you speeded 
me on my way with that earnest * fare-thee-welP ; and I love 
you to-night, when we meet again ^ under the apple-blooms,' 
with a love that all language is powerless to express. May, 
my beautiful Psyche, tell me — ^will you be my wife ?" 

How she answered hini, what she said, can never be 
known save to themselves, for the discreet old apple tree — 
and, ^y the way, apple trees are the discrectest of all the 
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trees, as well they may be, after the trouble into which one 
of the species got our first parents — set up such a rustling 
and quivering and waving amongst its branches, though 
there was no perceptible wind blowing to occasion the com- 
motion, that one could not hear one's ears, much less that 
low-sjx)ken — or perhaps only implied — response; but it 
must have been what he would have it. We are certain 
that with her, as with him, it had been a case of love at 
first sight, dating back to the days wheji she used to steal 
into the library at Bellehurst to take a peep at the child 
Arthur on the painted canvas. 

" Meet me by Moonlight alone " had been succeeded by 
'^Comin' thro' the Rye," and that, in turn, by "Nancy 
Lee," when the doctor, attracted by the strains, came out 
on the piazza. " Where's May ?" he inquired as the last- 
mentioned came to a close in a prolonged crescendo. 

" She left us about a quarter of an hour ago to meet a 
gentleman under the big apple tree down by the gate, sir," 
said Laura, with a serio-comic glance at the others. 

"And, as I live, she didn't have her walk for nothing!" 
exclaimed Steve excitedly as two figures came slowly up 
the gravelled path. 

" Papa," said May in a voice that shook a little, try as 
she would to have it calm and serenely indifferent, " here is 
a new-old friend who wishes to pay his respects to you." 
And then, in the pleasurable confusion consequent upon liis 
recognition, she glided through their midst unperceived ex- 
cept by I^aura, whose outstretched hand she skilfully eluded, 
and gained her own room, where all knocks for admittance 
were ineffectual until Fay went up to retire for the night. 

"May! May!" she called softly through the keyhole; 
*'oi)en, dear; i*^ is I." 

Even as she spoke the bolt was withdrawn, and May, 
Btill dressed, with flushed cheeks and eyes that sparkled 
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tiiitler their wet lashes as they sought hers shyly, held the 
door open for her to enter. 

"Oh, May, what is itf 

"Fay, is he gone?'^ 

"Mr. Arthur? Yes." 

'^And where's papa?'' 

"In his study." 

" Come down with me to him." And, May's arm around 
Fay's neck and Fay's around May's waist, the twin-sisters 
descended the stairs. 

A bright light streamed from the open study-door, and 
the doctor sat by the table, his head dropped upon his 
folded arms. 

" Papa !" and May touched caressingly the bowed head, 
where a few silver threads were beginning to mingle with 
the brown. 

Standing up, he took her face between both his hands 
and regarded it searchingly, tenderly, yearningly : " May, 
are you happy?" 

"Papa, 80 happy!" 

" Then I am satisfied ;" and, opening wide his arms, he 
strained her to his breast in a close embrace. 

" Now, that will do for the waterworks," he said gayly, 
for May had broken down again. Fay was crying in sym- 
pathy, she scarcely knew why, and his own eyes were far 
from dry. 

It was no light thing, this feeling that the first break 
was imminent in their little household band ; that hence- 
forth they three, father and daughters, would no more l)e 
fill-sufficient unto themselves; that, though the old ties 
were not sundered, there was a new one, and a stronger, 
that seemed to draw away one of their number, while 
it left the others behind ; and that, though the love of a 
lifetime was as intense and abiding as ever, father to 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



346 BR, OILBERT'S DAUGHTERS, 

daughter or sister to sister could never again be what they 
were. Something had come between them, another love 
was paramount, and where before they had been but as 
one, they were now separated, with already a diversity of 
interests, a diversity of anticipations, a diversity of hopes. 

" That will do for the waterworks," repeated the doctor ; 
" hereafter we must have nothing but smiles. I could not 
ijxpeet to keep my May-flower always blooming in my own 
little garden-plot. She was not 

' Born to blush unseen, 
And waste [her] fragrance on the desert air.' 

And since she must be transplanted, it is meet that it should 
be to the parterres of Bellehurst, and to no other care would 
I so cheerfully confide her as to that of Arthur Chandler. 
— I remember he used to be your ideal with one exception, 
daughter. Is it * after papa' still?'' roguishly. 

"Yes, sir,'' said May, never at a loss for a repartee; 
"age is always entitled to precedence, you know." 

They stayed up late together that night, the doctor in 
his easy-chair, a daughter at each knee, as though loath 
to separate. At last he sent them off to get their " beauty 
sleep," so he told them, but it would have taken one of 
his most powerful opiates to enable them to comply with 
his behest. It was not until May's favorite, Aurora, set out 
in her rosy chariot to cross the skies that silence reigned 
in the girls' room at the cottage, and the girls themselves 
had at last sunk into a fitful slumber. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

QUEEN MAB. 

•* r^ IRLS, did either of you take a small hand-glasa 
VX from my bureau-drawer at any time?" inquired 
Aunt Mary some weeks after. " I used it for seeing that 
my back hair looked all right and my bonnet was straight 
when I was going out, but as this spell of damp weather 
has kept me in the house with the asthma, I didn't miss it 
until yesterday, when I was getting ready to go to church. 
This morning, when Mike was cutting the grass, he found 
it lying down at the end of the orchard, the wood of the 
frame half rotted with the wet, as though it had been there 
a good while. I'm positive I never had it out of doors, 
and Kitty" — ^a half-grown girl sent to them by Shrewsy 
from the slums of New York, but now, under Aunt 
Mary's careful tuition, metamorphosed into the identical 
little waitress in cap and tucker that Fay had wished for — 
" declares she never meddled with it. I do trust that the 
child isn't beginning to practise deception and double- 
dealing.'^ 

"No, no, auntie; don't be unjust, even in thought, to 
Kitty," said May, smiling at the memories called up by 
this reference to the " magic mirror." " It was I who 
had it, and carelessly left it where Mike found it. But I 
will explain at another time," breaking oflF quickly as the 
small subject of the discussion, with a dip and a bob, an- 
nounced " Mr, Chandler." 

34? 
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"Business! business! business!" he said, vX)ming in at 
one door as Aunt Mary and Fay, not caring to be de trop, 
vanished by the other, leaving work-baskets, scattered sew- 
ing-inipleraents, and clouds of hastily-dropped nainsook and 
embroidery to tell of their interrupted occupation. 

" Yes,'' said May, " and you have happened in most op- 
portunely, for I have a little to transact with yourself that 
must be put off no longer/' 

" I didn't happen — I came," he said, with scant ceremony 
depositing a pile of the aforesaid finery on the floor that he 
might appropriate the seat by her side. " I am quite ready 
to plunge into the depths of any number of important mat- 
ters with you after I've had my prerogative;" and, drawing 
her to him, he kissed her once, twice, thrice, on lips, cheek, 
and forehead. 

It was astonishing how much he arrogated to himself as 
his exclusive privilege, what a proprietary right in her he 
laid claim to since, in lieu of Perry's little half-worn ring — 
the most valued charm upon his watch-chain — he had en- 
circled her finger with that rarest of diamond solitaires! 
Sometimes, when he was away. May would scold herself 
roundly for not having been more reserved with him and 
keeping him at a greater distance, arguing that favors so 
lightly gained were apt to be soon looked upon as worth- 
less, and resolving that he should never be able to say 
about her, as Sir William Yonge said of Lady Mary 
Montague — 

"The fruit that will fall without shaking 
Indeed is too mellow for me." 

But when he came again, in that subtle power to command 
that pervaded the very atmosphere of his presence, and to 
which she had always been particularly susceptible, com- 
pelling her, however much against her will, to own him 
master — her valiant resolutions melted away into thin 
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air, and slie was her veriest self toward liioi — candid, 
impulsive, undisguisedly happy in his nearness and his 
love. After all, it was scarcely worth while spicing their 
short courtship with a lover's quarrel, even if she had not 
had a little too much awe and reverence mingled with lier 
regard to think of such a thing. Two months were all 
that were to intervene between their engagement and 
their marriage, for the wedding was to take place on the 
twentieth of July, Arthur's thirtieth birthday and the an- 
nual gala-day of the Checkerville factory-hands. 

When Arthur first pleaded to have this so, the doctor 
wouldn't even listen to him. What ! part with his child at 
two months' notice? Why, it would take that long for him 
to grow accustomed to the thought that eventually he must 
resign her to another. No, indeed ! A full year, at the 
shortest, must elapse before he would be prepared to let 
her go from him. 

But then the general brought his influence to bear upon 
him, and Miss Nisbitt came and talked to him persuasively 
of dear Arthur's long trial, and how the very best i)art of 
his life, the period at which the ability to enjoy is at its 
keenest, had been with him but a lengthened era of suffer- 
ing ; and she asked the doctor if it was kind of him, for the 
sake of his own personal gratification, to deny to Arthur 
the boon he now solicited, especially when he (the doctor) 
had another daughter, between whom and May there was so 
little difference? And Aunt Mar}', iastead of helping her 
brother to hold out, basely deserted him and went over to 
the opposite faction ; and May, though she committed her- 
self neither one way nor the other, was " willing to have it 
as Arthur wished if papa consented ;" and Fay was only 
anxious to have everybody happy. So, reluctantly, at last 
the doctor yielded to the pressure of the many u}x>n the 
one, and the day first named was appointed. 

80 
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Then Aunt Mary and Fay had their hands full. May, 
with her innate aversion to that essentially feminine art of 
'^ prodding a needle to and fro interminably through a close- 
iy-woven web/' had never acquired any remarkable degree 
of dexterity or proficiency in its manipulation ; so now they 
banished her from the room where Miss Cantrell and her 
assistants were working for dear life to finish the trousseau, 
except when she was needed to " try on " or to be fitted or 
measured. 

This having Miss Cantrell, above all, to make her wed- 
ding-dress was in itself a proof of May's universal kindli- 
ness and freedom from all emptj' conceit. Her father and 
aunt would have had her send her orders to New York and 
have them executed there, and Fay importuned her to at 
least employ Madame Delaporte, the Bayford modiste ; but 
May was decided. "Miss Cantrell was good enough to 
make up my muslins and delaines heretofore,'' she said, 
" and I'm not going to throw her overboard when there's 
a trifle of silk and tulle in the question. She's a dear, 
good little body, and if there's any money to be expended 
in her line, she shall have it." 

For this generosity the little dressmaker's profuse thanks 
and expressions of self-gratulation more than compensated 
her. " It will be worth a great deal to me to be able to say 
that I made young Mrs. Chandler's wedding-outfit," she 
said ingenuously. " I could almost venture on the strength 
of it to set up a little establishment in the village itself." 

" Do," said May cordially, much entertained at the view 
which the words gave her of the wide distinction between 
May Gilbert and Mrs. Arthur Chandler, "and I promise 
that you shall make all my dresses ; and if you like, and 
think it would help you any, you may put upon your sign, 
as they do in Great Britain, ' Mistress of the Robes, by 
61>ecial appointment, to Her Ladyship of Bellehurst.' " 
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And so May rendered her own high spirits infectious to 
all around her, and, having nothing to do with the gi«at 
bustle of preparation going on at the cottage, every morn- 
ing she wrote and read and worked in the garden, and 
made " concoctions '^ for her sick people as usual ; and every 
afternoon Arthur came and monopolized her until tea-time. 
Sometimes he rode down upon Nabob, looking so handsome 
and courtly on the fiery animal that May's heart swelled 
with proud admiration as she watched him. 

The " hard times " were a thing of the past ; money now 
circulated freely, and there was no need of retrenchment at 
the mansion to satisfy the clamor of the hungry people at 
the mills. So, knowing that Arthur could now make no 
reasonable objection, the general had repurchased Nabob 
from the gentleman to whom he had sold him — and who 
had found him so unmanageable that he was right glad to 
be rid of the beast and return him to one who, so the gen- 
eral assured him, could curb and guide him with a silken 
thread — and made a gift of him a second time to his son. 

Arthur often coaxed May to have a gallop with him, for 
there were several horses in the Bellehurst stables suitable 
for a lady's use, among the rest a beautiful imported Ara- 
bian filly which he designed solely for herself; but she al- 
ways begged off, giving as an excuse that the time was so 
short now that Fay and she would be together she didn't 
like to go off and leave her to engage in any pleasure in 
w^uch she couldn't join ; and Fay would as soon be induced 
•to walk a tight-rope as to mount a horse. So Arthur e^en- 
erally took them both out driving ; and seldom was it that 
they didn't make Bellehurst a stopping-place on the way to 
see how Arthur was progressing with his large water-color 
for the Academy exhibition, and to look in on Chloe, the 
burden of whose habitual refrain was more frequently than 
ever, " Bress de Lord ! bress de Lord !*' 
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But we must pick up the thread of the narrative where 
we dropped it when Arthur was taking toll as a prelude to 
his settling down to the consideration of business. 

" Now I'm ready," he said as he released her. 

Rebuking his audacity with a pout that was not at all 
unbecoming, May left the room, returning in a moment 
M'itli a little packet, which she placed in his hand. " Please 
count and see if it be correct,'^ she said, " and if so favor 
me with a receipt." 

He divined what it was without opening it, and tossed 
it into her lap as though it had been a live coal. " May," 
he said, " I didn't think you would treat me thus." 

"Arthur, listen. In one of the Crusades there was 
a knight. Sir Godfrey Gilbert by name, who perished 
from thirst beneath the walls of Jerusalem rather than 
drain the ofiered water-bottle of a comrade, knowing that 
his brother-knight might himself stand in need of the 
cooling beverage before there would be any opportunity 
of refilling the vessel, and feeling that, whether he did 
or not, to accept the draught under such circumstances 
would be to put himself under an obligation which he 
never could wipe out. His proud spirit spurned the 
thought of preserving his life at the sacrifice of what he 
considered his honor and independence, and he gladly 
welcomed death as far preferable. They say he was our 
ancestor. Be that as it may, the Gilbert of to-day, in that 
one characteristic, if in no other, resembles the Gilbert of 
' old. He or she would suffer any extremity before accept* 
ing charity or contracting a debt which could not be repaid. 
Arthur, papa is a Gilbert, and so is Aunt Mary, and so 
am I. To requite you for what you have done for us 
would be as impossible as it would be ungrateful to attempt 
to do so, for we now know that it was you who saved the 
place for us by buying it up yourself; and I also have a 
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strong conviction that it was you who became the purchaser 
of your own creation, the Cupid and Psyche. But it may 
prevail with you something to hear that previous to the 
money you sent ever being touched upon Aunt Mary had 
her will altered, providing that at her demise, if not before, 
every cent should be refunded to you with interest; and 
had we not been enabled to make it, as I trust, a very long 
^before,' I had not been to-day your promised wife; for 
never while a tarnish clouded the sans reproche on the 
ancient escutcheon of the Gilberts could a daughter of 
that race consult her own ease or pleasure until it was 
removed/' 

She spoke lightly, but Arthur saw that she meant to the 
fullest every word she said, and when she held out the roll 
to him again he did not refuse it. "So be it," he said, 
" and it shall form the nucleus of a fund^for establishing 
on a firm basis a pet enterprise of mine that is yet only 
in embryo. You know that large tract of unimproved 
land that lies to the east of Checkerville, rising in gentle 
undulations from the plain where the village nestles almost 
to the top of Prospect Hill ? Well, while I was away in 
France, one day reclining in the stern of a little boat 
that rocked gently to and fro on the rippling wavelets of 
the sea, and idly gazing by turns at the azure sky above, 
the vineclad hills around, and the long stretch of beach, 
crowded like the borders of the Pool of Bethesda with the 
maimed and the blind, the halt and the crippled, all waiting 
(he coming of the angel of healing to trouble the waters, 
there arose before me a vision, clear and distinct as they 
tell us are the miragts that appear to travellers in the 
desert and mariners who sail the tropic main. Only this 
was more material and enduring, for it has remained with 
me ever since, and even as I speak I see it at a simple 
mandate of the will. The barren waste is transformed 
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into a blooming garden, while clusters of pretty cottages 
gleam white through the trees, in which dwell honest, worthy 
families — j>eople who from sickness or any of the many 
misfortunes to which humanity is heir have been reduced 
to woe and want in the large cities — people who in an evil 
hour have given way to temptation, and been banned as 
outcasts by a pharisaical society that deliberately deprives 
them of every chance to reform by withholding from them 
the helping hand, without which to assist them, be they 
ever so penitent and anxious to lead a new life, they must 
fall back into the mire — people who are out of work and 
can find none to employ them, — all prosperous, contented, 
and cheerful, with plenty to do and a heart to do it. 

" There is an * Inn ^ where poor women from the crowded 
tenement populations come and stay for a fortnight at a 
time, bringing their puny, sickly little ones to imbibe life 
and vigor from the pure country air, the fresh milk, and 
the nutritious food furnished to mothers and children in 
abundance. 

" There is a ' Shelter ' for aged men and women, where 
they may pass the evening of their lives in peace, tenderly 
cherished and cared for. 

"There is a 'Sanitarium' for incurable cripples, those with 
whose afl3ictions I can so well sympathize ; and here, while 
their bodily wants are well attended to, they are instructed in 
some branch of industry, selected with reference to their abil- 
ity or predilection, which will keep their minds from the 
continual contemplation of their deprivations, and prevent 
them from ever being helpless encumbrances to otherS; 

"But above the whole I see towering a slender church- 
cpire, and attached to the sacred fane from which it arises 
is a tiny parsonage; and the young pastor who so lovingly 
feeds his flock with the * Bread of life' in the one bears a 
chastened though striking vresemblance to an old-time friend 
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of mine called Perry (did I give you his message, which I 
was to deliver word for word — that he is going to try for a 
commission, not as naval officer in the ambitious hope of 
eventually becoming an admiral, but as a "fisherman'' in tlie 
humble hope of eventually saving many souls?); while the 
youthful matron, sweetly winning in her rich endowment 
of all womanly and Christian graces, who presides over the 
latter, is almost a fac-simile of an original to which I claim 
sole possession, and answers to that most appropriate name 
for a clergyman's wife — Faith, or, more familiarly. Fay. 

" There now ! I have outlined for you my Utopian vision, 
my dream of a modern ^ Shiloh ' growing up and develop- 
ing within sight and sound of the busy little hamlet of 
Checkerville — side by side with it, but not of it, except as 
each influences the other to their mutual good. And these 
twelve hundred and fifty dollars are to be the corner-stone, 
so to speak, upon which we will begin to actualize it." 

May was too much occupied in digesting parts of what 
she had just heard to make any immediate remark, and 
Fay's entrance at that moment turned the current of the 
conversation. 

She had a book in her hand which she had come in 
to lay on the table, and as she did so Arthur took it up. 
^'Jewels from Queen Mab^a Casket/' he said, reading aloud. 
" That brings to memory something that I have wanted to 
ask you for a long while. Mr. Graham, of the firm of Gra- 
ham & Richardson, the Boston publishers, came over with 
me on the Baltic, and in talking of this popular writer and 
the unprecedented sale of her book I tried to pump him as 
to her individuality, and was so far successful that, while 
in honor bound not to divulge her name, he admitted to me 
that she was a young lady with a face and bearing that were 
no burlesque on her title, and that she resided within an 
area of twenty miles from my father's country-seat. But 
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my acquaintance with the fair sex in the vicinity is so very 
limited that of myself I cannot place her, and Cousin Be- 
thiah and others whom I have questioned are at quite as 
great a loss as 1 am to imagine who she can be. I would 
give much to know, for I am a sincere admirer of her wri- 
tings, and have always had the presentiment that a woman 
whose heart could dictate, and her head put into such felici- 
tous form, idyls in prose like * The Rifted Rock,' ^ Pansy/ 
* Tweedle-dum and Tweedle-dee,' '^ turning over the leaves 
at random, " must be extraordinary in every way/' 

" So she is," said Fay warmly. " Queen Mab has been 
my most intimate friend for years, and I give you my word 
that she is all her writings would lead one to fancy her." 

" Do you know Mr. Graham ?" exclaimed May. " Why, 
how odd ! So do we. And, what is odder still, we expect 
him here this very evening to meet this identical Queen 
Mab. He came on to see her about matters pertaining to 
the bringing out of another edition of her work, and is 
staying at Bayford. We have a little surprise in store" — 
she didn't say for whom — " and if you care to be present 
we shall be delighted to have you, as no doubt will be Mr. 
Graham ; and I will introduce you to this royal blue-stock- 
ing. But you mustn't let her enchant you into a too evi- 
dent admiration for her, lest I should get jealous, and then 
you will be the cause of an estrangement between myself 
and — ^my shadow." 

" Is she as that to you ?" he said. " Strange that you 
have never mentioned her to me before, or that I haven't * 
Been her with you ! I shall come without fail, but you 
needn't fear. Were she Venus and Minerva combined iu 
one, she couldn't hold a candle to my Psyche." 

And sly May, who had kept him, as well as the rest of 
the world, in the dai'k, that she might have the fun of ar- 
ranging this dramatic denouement, adroitly let the fan with 
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which she was toying fall to the floor, that in stooping to 
pick it up she might conceal from him the smile she 
couldn't repress. 

The evening brought Arthur again, and not alone. 

"I have taken the liberty of accompanying my son 
where I wasn't invited, Miss May,'' said the general 
jocosely as she went out into the hall on hearing the for- 
mer's voice, and found his father likewise hanging up his 
hat upon the rack ; " but, truth to tell," in a loud whisper, 
" though an old man I have quite as much curiosity to see 
this rara avis as he has. Do I intrude ?" 

" By no means, and Queen Mab will feel flattered at the 
tribute you pay her," said May, ushering them into the room, 
where were Aunt Mary, Fay, Mr. Graham, and the doctor. 

A general handshaking and a buzz of lively salutation 
and counter-salutation succeeded their appearance; but in 
the first lull the old gentleman, who had darted his pier- 
cing eyes into every corner of the apartment, as though 
searching for some one or something he had expected to 
find, said to Mr. Graham, who was rather abstractedly 
looking from May to Fay, wondering at their similarity in 
even the smallest particulars, " Your lioness isn't going to 
disappoint us, I hope?" 

" Sir ?" said Mr. Graham, not comprehending. 

"The authoress of Jewels; I thought she would be here 
when we arrived." 

" Why, she is here," said Mr. Graham, perceiving at once 
that thsre was an explanation yet to be made. 

" Oh !" said the general. — " Then I wish you'd go and 
get her, May, for I have an engagement that will prevent 
me remaining very long with you." 

" She is here in this room, said the doctor with scarcely^ 
suppressed paternal exultation. 
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"In this room? Where? where? I don't see her/' 
said the general, looking all around, then up, then down, 
as if he thought she might be seated on the cornice or hiding 
away under the table or the chairs. 

May lifted her laughing eyes to Mr. Graham's in comical 
appeal : " They can't *see through the millstone, though the 
hole in it is formidably large, Mr. Graham. You will 
have to introduce us, after all." 

"With the greatest of pleasure," springing up with 
alacrity. — "Miss May Gilbert, otherwise * Queen Mab' — 
General Chandler; Miss Gilbert — Mr. Arthur Chandler." 

"Bayonets and bombshells!" exclaimed the general, 
giving a jump as though one of the latter had exploded 
at his feet. 

" May ?" cried Arthur ; and amazement, pride, love, and 
self-ridicule were all blended in the word. "Well ! I merit 
the cap and bells, if ever anybody did, for my stupidity. 
Intuition might have told me that it could be none other." 
And, taking both her hands in his, there, before them all, 
he pressed his lips again and again to her's as he added, "I 
can only say what I would have said an hour ago, when 
I had not the remotest idea that the laurel chaplet of 
Fame already rested upon the brows I would have siu** 
mounted with a diadem — 

' Oh, were I monarcli of the globe, 

With thee to reign, 
The brightest jewel in my crown 
Wad be — my queen.'" 

The doctor and the general enjoyed the little by-play 
vastly; Aunt Mary and Fay felt quite demoralized before 
the strange gentleman ; and the denouement was altogether 
as much of a surprise to Mr. Graham, though in a different 
sense, as it was to Arthur. 
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A WEDDING. 

1HAVE reserved one whole chapter for a description 
of May's wedding. Story-tellers, as a general thing, 
take leave of their heroes and heroines just when they reach 
this interesting point, or else they slur it over in the most 
tantalizing manner, as though weddings were such common- 
place, e very-day occurrences that it were a waste of time and 
words to do more than casually state in general terms that 
one had taken place or was about to take place. Possibly, 
there is a uniformity in these affairs that makes the re- 
counting of the particulars a tedious repetition, but May 
and Arthur were, as Sally Slocom said when she heard of 
their engagement, " Well matched, for neither of 'em ever 
was like other people." And this singularity in themselves 
extended to all that they did, and notably to their wedding, 
making it an exception in its way, and therefore worthy of 
more than passing mention. 

"Happy is the bride the sun shines on," says the old 
saw ; and if there is any truth in it, never were there more 
decided prognostications of a cloudless future than favored 
May on her nuptial mom. 

If she had been the only one to have had a say in the 
matter, she would have been married quietly in the dear 
familiar living-room at home, with only their own relatives 
and a few of her and Arthur's most tried and trusted friends 
to witness the ceremony ; but in this she was overruled, 
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" For myself, love, your wishes are law,'* said Arthurj 
'^ but father has certain ideas about what appertains insep- 
arably to certain stations and certain occasions ; and he has 
set his heart, it seems, on having everything conducted on 
the scale and in the style he deems befitting the union of 
his only son with * a worldwide celebrity ' and the daughter 
of an illustrious house that can trace back its lineage to the 
Norman Conquest/' (This in sly allusion to Sir Godfrey.) 
" But, in all seriousness, I think we should humor him, for, 
Goodness knows, I've been the cause of enough sorrow and 
disappointment to him without crossing him now unneces- 
sarily. Besides, in this instance my preferences rather tally 
with his, for on this day of days, which can never be ours 
but once, I would not hide my bride under a bushel, but 
would have all who so desire — Mrs. Grundy included — ^to 
gaze upon her." 

So from far and near came those who were bidden, and 
there was not even standing room in the little church of 
All Saints' for a full half hour before the time set for the 
solemnization of the marriage-rite, while never within those 
walls had the words inscribed on the scroll above the en- 
trance-porch been so well exemplified : " The rich and the 
poor meet together ; the Lord is the Maker of them all." 

Scions of " the best families," notabilities of " Upper Ten- 
dom" fresh from Newport and Cape May, found themselves, 
o their intense disgust, jammed in between farm-laborers 
ind rosy-cheeked maids-of-all-work. Chandlersville aris- 
tocracy was for once crowded in its ecclesiastical home by 
Chcckerville democracy. Satins and diamonds and nod- 
ding plumes entitled their wearers for the nonce to no 
more deference or consideration than homespun cloth and 
hobnailed brogans ; and Mrs. Dr. Hobart, n^ Gerty Gilbert, 
nearly fainted when Mike Murphy, in his eagerness to get 
a good view of the bridal cort^e, unguardedly set a very 
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clumsy specimen of the latter right down on her volumi-i 
nous train. 

A white silk cord was stretched across the middle aisle, 
barring off ingress to the three front pews on either side. 
Up to this barrier Mrs. Leonard Gilbert and her daighter 
had swept, serenely confident of their riglit to pass it on 
a<xJ0unt of their near relationship to the bride, but only to 
be politely waved back by the usher, while at the same 
moment it was courteously lowered to permit a stout old 
negress, Chloe herself, to take her place in the very fore- 
most seat of the enclosure. 

Twice again, from their obscure position in the back- 
ground, these ladies saw the same privilege extended— once 
to a tall, raw-boned woman in a marvellous Paisley shawl 
and flaring Tuscan bonnet garnished with piony-buds, who 
walked up the aisle, erect as a drum-major, at the.head of 
three good-sized children, two girls and a boy, who fol- 
lowed bashfully in single file close in her wake ; and again 
to a decrepit old man, shabbily dressed, led by a chubby 
little girl of some six summers, and who, from the whis- 
pered remarks of two women behind them, they learned 
were Gran'ther Cody, the oldest inhabitant of Checkerville, 
and his little granddaughter Minnie, " as Mr. Chandler and 
his wife-to-be is so fond of.'' 

" My dear, this is scandalous !" whimpered Mrs. Gilbert. 
" The colored cook and those low people preferred before 
1CS, their next of kin ! And that boor sitting next to you, 
you say, is their ploughman ! Where's Eustace? He mu^t 
take us out of this at once; I wish we had never come. 
Oh dear! oh dear!" 

" Sit down, ma, and don't make a show of yourself," said 
her daughter testily. " It's too late to leave now, and we 
are no worse off than others. There are the Vandeveres 
of Madison Avenue away in under thp gallery, and the Do 
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Forests of Murray Hill are obliged to stand, as all tlie seats 
are filled. It is in very bad taste, of course, but the Chan- 
dlers can afford to be indifferent whether people are pleased 
at what they do or not ; and there is no use in our making 
a personal matter of a slight that is offered to us in common 
with those as far above us as we consider ourselves to be 
above this vulgar crowd of work-people, and the merest 
nod of recognition from whom we could never hope to gain 
unless we do now through May. She is a feather in our 
cap ; and if I were you, ma, I wouldn't be too exacting on 
the score of our relationship, or ^ gush ' overmuch toward 
her or any of uncle's family while she is by ; for she has 
a way of turning upon one that's decidedly unpleasant '^ 
(Gerty had not forgotten the castigation she herself had 
received from her cousin's tongue) ; " and her attention once 
drawn to us, she might decide that the same terms which had 
hitherto existed between us and them should still be kept 
up. She is fully capable of it ; and that would never do. 
For Eustace's sake, for all our sakes, we must ingratiate 
ourselves with Mrs. Arthur Chandler ; and the only way to 
do it is to be as unobtrusive in the beginning as possible, 
until the ' dead past has buried its dead ' by degrees. Then, • 
when we are sure bygones a?'e bygones, we can assert our 
claims of consanguinity and make long, informal visits at 
Bellehurst. — Mercy !" This sudden and seeming irrelevant 
exclamation occurred when Mike's elephantine foot came 
down with crushing pressure on the flounces of her dress. 
The light arias with which the organist had been be- 
guiling the interval of waiting burst without pause or in- 
terlude into the resonant peals of the " Wedding March ;" 
the large assemblage was on its feet with a sinmltaneoua 
movement ; every neck craned, every eye turned, in eager 
expectation tow^ard the broad centre aisle, along which 
elowly advanced the bridal procession. 
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The ushers came first, with their wands of office tipped 
with streamers of white ribbon ; then the groomsman and 
bridemaid (Perry and Fay) ; then the bride leaning upon 
the arm of her father (both sisters dressed precisely alike^ 
except that one wore a veil and orange-blossoms, the other 
simple lilies-of-the-valley) ; lastly, the groom and Viml 
Mary Gilbert. 

To right and left, they divided as they reached the chan- 
cel-rail, leaving Arthur and May standing side by side be- 
fore it. And there, bathed in the glory that streamed 
through the ilkimined panes of the great memorial window 
— Arthur's second tribute of love to the mother so tenderly 
remembered, painted during his sojourn abroad, and placed 
in the opening provided for it in All Saints' since his return 
— they were made one, " for better, for worse, for richer, for 
poorer, in sickness and in health, until death [them] do 
part." 

And Fay, looking up as the last "Amen'' was pro- 
nounced and the organ-tones rolled forth once more in 
waves of triumphant melody, touched Perry's arm and 
whispered, "The angel. Perry! see! Doesn't it seem as 
though she were smiling a blessing upon them? You 
remember the half-sorrowful look we once remarked; I 
can find no trace of it now." 

" I remember that — and many other things," he replied 
in the same low whisper, and with a sadness inconsistent 
with the time and place. "Fay" — he proceeded rapidly, 
for there was a movement to take up the line of maivli 
again — " I am not worthy to ask, but if I wait until I can 
prove the sincerity of the change that has taken place in me 
somebody else may step in in the mean time and bear away 
the prize. When I am ordained and installed in a charge, 
ready to commence in earnest my definite life-work, will 
you share it with me as May will share Arthur's ? You 
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needn't say anything, but if your answer is * Yes/ give me 
. that stem of lilies that is about to drop from your bou- 
quet; if not, let it fall and be trampled upon, and — ^and 
I shall understand." 

A motion would detach it from its fellows and send 't 
to the ground. 

Fay put down her hand, and when a moment later she 
passed it through Perry's arm, the spray of scented lilies 
was held negligently in her small gloved fingers. He took 
it and inserted it in his buttonhole, and Fay was betrothed 
on the spot where May was married. 

Adown the aisle they retraced their steps, this time in 
inverted order, bride and bridegroom leading ; and many 
were the murmured expressions of admiration and out- 
spoken blessings showered upon the young couple as they 
passed by warm-hearted well-wishers among both the lofty 
and the lowly. 

While the ceremony was in progress in the church, another 
scene was transpiring outside. The handsome barouche, 
drawn by four horses, rosettes of white ribbon fastened on 
either side of their head-gear, stood in readiness at the en- 
trance, Ralph and the footman in high hats, top-boots, and 
brand-new buff-colored livery glistening with silver but- 
tons, in front, and Pierrot, with face beaming as a sunflower, 
in all the conscious dignity of " gentleman's man " (a dig- 
nity that, stretch himself as he would, did not add one cubit 
to his stature, however much it added to his self-esteem, for 
at fourteen he was scarcely a whit taller than at eight), at 
the step, with a hold on the handle, prepared to throw the 
door open at the first stir that presaged the coming of the 
bridal-party. 

But the mill-hands, the men who had so often upliiled 
and borne "the master" in their stalwart ai^ms, had an- 
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other intention in view. Removing the animals from the 
traces, despite Ralph^s angry remonstrances and threatening 
whip, they secured stout ropes to the vehicle, and, forming 
themselves into a brigade some hundreds strong, laid hold 
on the cables ; nor was it until Arthur and May were bowl- 
ing along the short stretch of road that lay between All Saints' 
Church and Bellehurst at a rapid rate to the regular tramp 
of the many feet, amid the huzzas that broke out every now 
and again from the excited men and the spectators on the 
wayside, that they became aware of the change that had been 
made and the high honor so spontaneously tendered them. 

Tall arches of evergreens and flowers had been erected 
over the park-gates and at equal distances across the 
avenue leading up to the house. Tents, marquees, and 
shade pavilions dotted the lawn, as customary on this 
carnival-day, but in greater numbers than ever before; 
while of flags and pennons and flowers there was ap- 
parently no end. 

Under an immense marriage-bell of white pinks and car- 
nations, in the great yellow drawing-room, Arthur and his 
bride took up their station, and for fully two hours held a 
lev6e — ^an embarrassing ordeal of standing to be looked at, 
and shaken hands with, and kissed, and criticised, and com- 
plimented, and congratulated, by Tom, Dick, and Harry, 
that is sanctioned by the practice of centuries, but with 
which they would most gladly have dispensed. 

From the drawing-room to the music-room, where the 
presents were displayed, the tide of guests flowed in a 
steady stream. The gifts were many and various, costly 
and inexpensive, useful and ornamental, and represented 
more friends and acquaintances than Arthur or May had 
any notion they possessed until apprised of them in this 
substantial manner. For instance, a remarkably handsome 
antique bronze lamp came " From one to whom Mr. Chand- 
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ler once rendered a kindness/' and a pair of beautiful dead- 
gold bracelets in the form of serpents, with glistening scales 
and emerald eyes, were " For Queen Mab, from an old lady 
for whom her book has shortened many hours of weariness 
and pain, with the prayer that both she and the husband of 
her choice may be numbered amongst those of whom it ia 
affirmed, They shall be mine, saith the Lord of hosts, in 
that day when I make up my jewels J " 

May's incognito had been dropped once for all at Mr. 
Graham's last visit, for of the license which she then gave 
him to reveal her true name if he were so minded he had 
availed himself so fully and so speedily that to none who 
read the newspapers or subscribed for the monthlies or 
weeklies was the personality of the fair authoress longer 
a mystery. 

But the articles that attracted the most notice, either 
from their oddity or their conspicuous value, were a silver 
tea-service from the employees at the mills; a deed of 
gift presenting Bellehurst — house, grounds, and everything 
therein entire — to "my beloved daughter, Mary Gilbert 
Chandler, her heirs and assigns, for ever," from the gen- 
eral; an old, time-stained cookery-book, newly rebound, 
addressed on the fly-leaf in an almost illegible chirography, 
"to mi Deer yung missus, with chloe's Best respecs;" a 
superb set of china, painted, each piece in a different design, 
by the bridegroom, and an ivory fan, bordered with swan's- 
down and enamelled with the most delicate of apple-blos- 
soms, by the same hand ; a heavily-chased silver napkin- 
ring lined with gold, from Perry ; a splendidly-illustrated 
family Bible, from the bride's father ; a fine copy of Guido's 
"Aurora," handsomely framed, from her sister; a oeau- 
tiful statuette of the real fairy Queeu Mab, from Messrs. 
Graham & Richardson ; a box of Colgate's toilet-soap, from 
Shrevvsy ; a Swiss cuckoo-clock, from Mr. Newton ; an 
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elegant bronze standish, from Miss Wheelwright; a box 
of embroidered lace handkerchiefs from Miss Nisbitt ; an 
odeur-hox of perfumed sandal-wood, from Dr. Gersham j 
and a motto, "God Bless Our Home!" worked on card- 
board, with many prickings of fingers and peii3€vering 
victories over silk that would tangle and thread that would 
knot, by little Minnie Cody, her joint offering to " Mr. 
Chandler and Miss May." 

By the time the reception was over and all the wedding- 
presents had been passed in review and severally inspected, 
the sun-dial on the terrace indicated an hour when an ad- 
journment of one portion of the company to the dining- 
room — the folding-doors between which and the breakfast- 
parlor had been thrown open, making one grand salon— 
and the other to the lawn, where the long tables groaned as 
usual under their load of good things, was the most agree- 
able " next " in the order of exercises. 

The courses were not exactly the same at both boards, 
but each set of guests had what they most cared for and 
could best appreciate. To a palate accustomed to plain fare 
French cookery and pdte-de-foie-gras would be nauseating, 
and the presence of those in a higher rank of life and the 
ceremonious etiquette incident to a formal wedding-breakfast 
would have had the effect of driving away all appetite from 
the rustic population, and only render them uncomfortable 
and dissatisfied. So the people under the blue vauhed 
roof of the banqueting-hall naade Q^erry in^their own way, 
^nd the people tinder the blue vaulted roof of the heavens 
made merry in theirs; and at both the brilliant pyramids, 
the ice-cream doves and nymphs, the macaroon cones, and 
temples of frostwork, were similar; at both the healths 
were drank in diluted raspberry syrup or lemonade ; and 
at both Mr. and Mrs. Chandler managed to be present 
when the toast was proposed, "The bride and groom I" 
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"May Hoi«*8 brightest beams ever shine o'er their palh, 
And Peace find for ever a home in each breast I 
May the dark clouds of sorrow ne'er shadow their way, 
And with Life's choicest favors their journey be blest f 

said Perry at the one ; and " May they always be rich in 
the four great H^s — Health, Happiness, Honor, and Home I 
and may our children and our children's children dance 
%vith as hearty good-will at their diamond wedding as nq 
shall do at their primal one," said old Farmer Blake at 
the other. 

There was cake to be eaten then, and cake — hundreds of 
boxes of it, done up in the daintiest manner imaginable and 
tied with Avhite ribbon — to be carried home and nibbled at 
while it lasted, or " dreamt on." This last had been pro- 
vided by a leading city confectioner, but the first was of 
home manufacture, and Shrewsy and Chloe equally merit- 
ed the praise that was bestowed upon its superior excellence, 
for they each made an equal number of the loaves that 
graced the wedding-feast. 

They were both intensely jealous for all that in any way 
concerned their respective " children " — Chloe for " Mars' 
Arthur," Shrewsy for "Miss May;" and when the old 
colored woman learned that " dat Yankee wench dat used 
to boss de hull ob creation down at de doctor's " had come 
out two whole days beforehand to compound cake for the 
occasion that should " take the shine out of all that had 
ever been mixed, baked, or eaten," she was instantly on the 
alert, determined, come what might, to hold her own. 

" What's dat ere t'ing?" she inquired of May as on the 
e ve of the great day she and Fay and Arthur and Perry 
sauntered into the kitchen, as privileged persons, to take 
a peep at the " fixin's," then nearly completed. Shrewsy, 
had sent over her cakes that afternoon in a wicker crate — 
eix of them beautifully iced, and each finished off with a 
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hieroglyphical ''C& (?/' instead of the ''M&F'' of former 
times. It wiis to this incomprehensible centre-piece that 
Chloe had reference in asking her question. 

" That ? Why, a monogram/' said May soberly, though 
her eyes twinkled as she glanced at her companions. 

'^ And what may a monnergram be?" pursued Chloe, bunt 
on information. 

May explained. 

^^Dem alphabet letters !" Chloe said scornfully when she 
understood for what the misshai)en symbols were intended. 
" Why, dar's no more shape to 'em den a lump ob putty. 
Which is atop ob de udder now?" 

It took May some time to come to a decided conclusion, 
but, aided by the opinions of the others, she finally gave it 
as her conviction that it was the G. 

" H'm !" grunted Chloe ; but nothing further passed then 
upon the subject ; and it was not until May, with her hus- 
band by her side, came to cut the first slice from each cake, 
according to an old custom, that she noticed the roses and 
true-love knots and birds' nests with which Chloe's had 
been adorned the day before had disappeared, and in their 
stead were " monnergrams " as bad as, or even worse than, 
Shrewsy's, but the C unmistakably ^^ atop." 

" No offence to yo^, honey," said Chloe afterward when 
May remarked on the alteration, "fur I knowd if yo' 
hadn't liked de name best you'd nebber had changed yo'r 
own fur it ; but I wanted to let some folkses see dat Mars' 
Arthur was ob a little more 'portance in dis matter den to 
be put underneath in ebbery one ob six cakes. If it had 
been t'ree one way and t'ree de udder, I'd hab had nufSn' 
to find fault wid ; but d'lib'rately makin' little ob him on 
six I couldn't stand!" 

How Arthur did laugh when he heard this explanation ! 
With his penknife he carefully took off one of Shrewsy's 
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artistic attempts and one of Chloe's, and laid them away in 
the cabinet, "to be preserved as interesting souvenirs for 
our diamond wedding," he told May mischievously. 

He was the life and soul of the whole company that day ; 
and when, just prior to their departure, he led his wife oat 
in her travelling-dress to take part in a country-dance then 
forming, many there were who, as their eyes followed him 
and his graceful partner " up the middle and down again," 
conti*asted the present with that scene of four short years 
ago, when, lying back amongst his cushions, pale and mo- 
tionless, he was wheeled out by John to say a few words to 
the throng, who, half in pity, half in animosity, regarded 
with sullen looks him in whom they saw only one of 
their natural oppressors. 

Now, how was all changed ! and in nothing more than 
their feelings toward him and his; for what had he not 
done for them to the sacrifice of his own personal conve- 
nience and inclinations? And his young bride ! Was there 
one there whom her bright face and ringing voice had not 
cheered in some hour of sickness or despondency ? Was 
there a child whom she had not tossed and fondled, an old 
man or woman for whom she had not at some time gone 
out of her way to carry a message or to assist their totter- 
ing steps over a rough part of the road, a boy or girl who 
could remember no kindness, even though it were but a cup 
of cold water, received from this one of the doctor's daugh- 
ter? ? Why, the very curs around Checkerville pricked up 
Mie:r ears and wagged their tails when they caught from 
afar the light sound of the well-known footfall, for instinct 
told them it brought with it the unfailing pat on each shag- 
gy head, and the " Good dog ! nice old fellow !" that was so 
soothing to their canine sensibilities. 

Small wonder that the " Good luck go with you, sir, and 
with your lady !" was loud and deep and hearty when the 
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close carriage rolled away, taking them on tlie first stage of 
their journey to the Yosemite. 

"Such a queer place to go for a wedding-tour!'^ said 
some, " where there is nothing to be seen but rocks and 
mountains and trees.'' 

Well, it was to see those very things they went ; and ir 
the one general letter that has come back, commencing 
*' Dear father, papa. Aunt Mary, Cousin Bethiah, Fay, and 
all inquiring friends," May gives such rapturous ac-counta 
of the section where they wander — ^Arthur with his sketch- 
book and color-box, she with her writing-pad and portfolio 
— of the hills and the valleys, the cascades and the giants 
of the forest, the scenery and the sunsets and the strange 
plants and flowers, that it seems as though they had made 
a very wise selection ; and it will not be surprising if the 
results of this loitering amidst Nature's choicest beauties 
are yet given to the world in color-painting that will add 
new lustre to the rising fame of A. P. C, and word-paint- 
ing that will but enhance the brightness that scintillates 
from the Jewels of Queen Mab. 

And now I bring my simple story to an end as " a tale 
that is told," for I am not a clairvoyant ; my knowledge of 
future events goes no further then the day by day that 
brings them forth; and it was only this morning that 
May's letter was received. But just a few words of 
gossip before I write "Finis." 

The "Trust" ring has vanished from Fay's finger, as ita 
fellow has from May's, and in its place she wears, not a 
diamond solitaire — Perry's present means and future out- 
look would not admit of that — but, what she values far 
more highly, a beautiful intaglio, with " Mizpah " (" The 
Lord watch between me and thee when we are absent one 
from another !") cut deep in the clear onyx. 
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To Perry's great grief, his mother is at bitter enmity 
with him — so much so that she has forbidden his name 
ever to be mentioned in her hearing, and all his letters 
striving to bring about a reconciliation have been returned 
to him unopened. " He has opposed me and acted in direct 
d« fiance of my expressed wishes in every way he can," she 
f5ays, " and he is no longer a son of mine." By " oppos- 
ing " she means apologizing to Mr. Duncan and to the col- 
lege faculty, and returning to live down his misdeeds; mak- 
ing a promise to give up his property to the last cent in 
atonement of his father's wrong; and studying to be a 
clergyman. The loss of Miss Willoughby is included in 
these offences, for of course the great heiress would have 
nothing to do with a man who was poor, or one whose 
calling did not rise above that of " a beggarly preacher or 
a South Sea missionary," as Mrs. McLaren expresses it; 
and as long as he will not marry Grace, she don't care who 
he marries. — "Fay Gilbert or a scullion; it is equally 
immaterial to her." 

To Bellehurst, Mrs. McLaren has never come since, and 
with the general she is as much at variance as with Perry. 
She accuses him of aiding and abetting his ward in the 
course he has taken, though, in point of fact, she cannot 
be more utterly antagonistic to it than he is, for he can 
only account for the " boy's suicidal course," as he calls it, 
by supposing that there must have been " a hitherto latent 
itreak of insanity in him." 

Arthur is his firm friend and supporter, however, and 
fully endorses and sympathizes with what he has done 
ind intends to do. 

Woikmen are already breaking ground for the site of 
the new village of " Shiloh," but neither Fay nor Perry 
have as yet an inkling of how intimately they themselves 
are concerned in the fulfilment of Arthur's project. It 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A WEDDING, 373 

will be some time before they are let into the secret, prob- 
ably, for Arthur wants to see his plans well under way 
toward accomplishment before he allows them to be known 
beyond himself and May, who now divides with him his 
e\ery thought ; besides, as Perry is yet so young, he thinks 
it may be well to test his stability a while longer ere he 
speaks of his intentions in regard to him. But I venture 
to say that the lady of the manor will coax for and obtain 
permission to make confidants of papa and Fay as soon as 
ever she returns, for to be the custcxlian of a matter of such 
importance to them, and which she is dying to impart, but 
must not, would mar all her intercourse with them and 
render her simply wretched. 

In the mean time. Fay practises chants and hymns as- 
siduously, and attends the meetings of the Dorcas Society 
regularly, narrowly watching its management and working ; 
she has taken a class in the Sunday-school of All Saints', 
and does duty for both May and herself in visiting among 
the poor and the sick, apd attending, as far as she can, to 
their needs. Thus she is endeavoring to fit herself as fai 
as possible for the onerous duties of a minister's wife. 
And the doctor often sighs heavily as her glorious voice, 
raised in anthem and carol, penetrates to his study, and 
he pictures a time when Aunt Mary and himself will be 
left alone in the silent cottage, whose walls have rung, 
almost since walls they were, to his May-flower's silvery 
laugh and his sweet Fay's bursts of music. If the absence 
of one of these accustomed sounds has left such a blank, 
such a stillness that may be felt, in the house, what will it 
be when the other is hushed also ? 

" Pshaw !" cries the doctor aloud when he reaches this 
point in his gloomy meditations ; " ^ Sufficient unto the day 
is the evil thereof;'" and he is deeply engaged once more 
in his medical researches. 
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A geDtleman thoroughly conversant with all the details 
of the manufacture of woollen goods has been appointed 
superintendent at the mills, for Arthur feels that with the 
restoration of his bodily activity he is called upon to do 
other and higher work than that which was his best when 
the iK)wer that he now wields was withheld from him. 
I'he five vxlents have become ten, and it behooves him to 
improve them proportionately. 

Becky Barton has taken Fay's place as teacher at the 
mill, and she bids fair in time to bec^ome as popular as her 
predecessor. Her father died suddenly, leaving his family 
with but slender means of support, much to everybody's 
surprise, for he was always believed to be very well off. 
Through Laura, Becky heard of the vacancy which Fay's 
resignation would create, and through Fay herself she ap- 
plied for and got it. Sorrow and care have very much 
altered her from the wild, audacious girl who used to be 
the source of so much trouble to Miss Wheelwright, and 
the principal of Bayford Academy now looks upon her as 
one of the most estimable of its graduates. 

Shrewsy is coming back to Checkerville to live. Arthur 
has offered her the charge of the mill boarding-house, 
Timothy to run the co-operative store attached; and as 
soon as they can wind up their affairs they will bid adieu 
for ever to the dingy little grocery in Hester street, much 
to the delight of Johnny and Jennie and Peggy, who al- 
ready, in imagination, are fishing and berrying, nutting 
and picnicking, coasting and dam-building, in one per- 
petual holiday. 

Laura Lindsay's wedding-cards have come to hand, and 
Fay will again appear as bridemaid, in company with 
Minna Curtis and Milly Vincent. 

Alec Granger has " hung his harp on a willow tree " and 
plalged himself to keep bachelor's hall all his life; but, 
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like Fay's often-reiterated statement that she was a " con- 
firmed old maid/' his vow of celibacy is in all probability 
binding only until the " right one " comes along. 

Steve, more volatile than his brother, and less apt to be 
utterly depressed about things that go contrary to his de- 
sires, has come to the sensible conclusion to transfer his 
affections and attentions from where they were not wanted 
to where they are ; and, to all appearance, the new recip- 
ient — Miss Daisy Foster, the prettiest girl in the neigh- 
borhood when the Gilberts are out of the count — properly 
prizes them, though neither she nor Dora will ever forgive 
themselves that "lost opportunity" of being the first to 
question their fate that balmy May evening " under the 
apple-blooms;" for, 

" Of all sad words of tongue or pen, 
The saddest are these: * It might have beenJ" 
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